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v and ect lively so that the chances for selling them would be greater”,

Tennie Kendricks , the oldest of 7 children, was born in Sheram,

Georgia in 1855, Her parents were Martha and Henry Bell. She says that the

first thing she remembers is tket—of being whipped by her mother.

Jennie Kendricks' grandmother and her ten children lived on this
‘same ‘plantation. " The grandmother had been brought to Georgia from Virginia:

*She used to tell me how the slave dealers brought her and a group of other

children along much the same as they would a herd of cattle,"” %id the Zx- ?

™~ vo——
5

/élave", when they reached a town all of them had to dance through the streets

N When asked to tell about Mr. Moore, her owner, and his femily

Jennie Kendricks stated that although her master owned and 6perated a large
plantation, he was not cohsidered a wealthy maen. He 'owned onls; two other
claves besides her immediate familyv and tﬁese were men.

In Mr. Moores family were his mother, his wife, and six children
(four boys and two girls), This family lived very camfortably in a two
storied weather{board house, With the exception of our grandmother who
cooked for the owner's family and slaves, and assisted her mistress with e
housework all the slaves worked in the fields where they cultivated cotton
a;:;d the corn, as well as the‘ other produce grown there, Every morning at
sunrise they had to get .upwvand go to the fields where they worked until it
was too dark to see, At noon each day they were pgmitted to come to the
kitchen, located just a short distanes in the rear of the master's house, '
where they were served dinner. During the course of the day's work the.

wamen shared all the men's work except plowing., All of them picked cotton

. when it was time to gather the crops. Some nights they were required to
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spin and to help Mrs. Moore, who did all of the weavings They used to
do their own personal wbrk, at night also. Jennie Kendricks says," she
remembsers hew her mother and the older girls would go to the spring at
night where they washed their clothes and then left them to dry on the
surrounding bushes,

" As a little girl Jennie Kendricks spent all of her time in
the master's house whers she played with the young white children. Some-
times she and Mrs, Moore's youngest child, & little boy, would fight be-
cause it appeared to one that the other was receiving more attention from
Mrs., Moore than the other. As she grew older she was kept in the house

" as a playmate to the Moore children so she never had to work in the field
fx ji/r;gle day.

She stated that thsey all v;gre good clothing. and that all of
it was made on the plantation with one emception., The servants spun the
thread and Mrs. Koore and her deughters did all of the weaving as well as
the making of the dresses that were worn on this perticular plantation.
"The Jfay they made this cloth”, She continued®, was to wind e certain a
amount of thread known as a "cut" onto a reel, When a certain number
of cuts were reached they were placed on the loom, This cloth was colored
with a dye made from the bark of trees or with a dye that was made from

" the indigo berry cultivated-on the plantation, The drewses that the
women were on working days were made of striped or checked materials while
these worn on Sunday were usually white."

She doés not know what the men were on work days as she never
came in contact with them., Stockings fér all were knitted on the place,
The shoes, which were the one exception mentioned above, were meade by one

Bill Jacobs, en elderly white man who made the shoes for all the plantations
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in the community. The grown people whre heavy shoes called "Brogans" while
those worn by the children were not so heavy and were called "Pekers" be-
cause of their narrow gppemrance, For Sunday wear, all had shoes bought
for this purpose. Ur. Moore's mother was a teailoress and at times, when
the men were able to get the necessary material, she mede their suitse.

Thers was always enougﬁ feed for everybody on the Moore plan-
tation, Mrs. lioore once told Jennie's mother to always see that her
children had sufficient to eat so that they wouhﬁlnot have to stesl and
would therefore grow up to be honorable, As the Grandmother did all of
the cooking, none of the other servants ever had to cook, not even on
Sundeys or other holidays such as the Fourth of July., There was no stove
in this plantation kitchen, 211 the cooking was done at the large fireplace
where there were a number of hooks called potracks, The pets, in ‘which
the cooking was done, hung from these hooks directly over the fire.

The meals served during the week consisted of vegetables,
salt bacon, corn bread, pot liquor, and milk. On Sunday they were served
milk, bisculits, vegetebles, and sometimes chicken. Jennie Kendricks ate
ell of her meals in the master's house and says that her food was even

better. She was also permitted to go to the kitchen to get food at any

J}imsméuxinguﬁgg»@ayxmmwdgmetimes when the boys went hunting everyone was

\ .
given rozst 'possum and other small game, The two male sleves were often

permitted to accompany them but were noﬁwgiigygghfgnfgfgiemfpe guns, 'ane
of the slaves had individual gardéﬁé of their own as food sufficient for
their needs was raised in the master's garden.

The houses that they lived in were one-roomed structures made
of heavy plank instead of logs, with planer?floors. At one end of this

one-roamed cebin there was & large chimney and fireplace made of rocks, mud,

3
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and dirt., In addition to the one door, there was a window at the back. Only
one family could live in & cabin as the space was so limited. The furnishings
of each cabin consisﬁ%abf & bed and one or two chairs., The beds were well
constructed, a great deal better than same of the beds the ex-slave saw during
these days. Regarding mattresses she sald, "We took some tick and stuffed it
with dotton and corn husks, whichk had ﬂeen tern into small pieces and when we
get through sewingz it looked like & mattress that was bought in a store."

| Light was furnished by lightwood torches and sometimes by the
homemade tallow cundles. The hot tallow was poured into a candle mold, which
was then diocped into a pan of cold water, when the tallow had hardened, the
finished product was removed.

Whenever there was sickness, a doctor was alwsys called, As a
child Gussie was rather sickly, and a doctor was always called to attend to
her. In addition to the dector's prescriptions there was heart leaf tea and
a warm remedy of garlic tea prepared by her grandmother,

If any of the slaves ever pretended sickness to avoid work, she
she knews nothing about it.

o ASs a general rule, slaves were not permitted to learn to read

or write, but the younger Moore children tried to teach her to spell, reed,

and write, Wher she used to stend around Lirs. Moore when she was sewing

‘. she eppeared to be interested and so she was taught to sew.

T

Every Sunday afternoon they were all permitted to go to towﬁ
where a colored pastor preached to them. This seme minister performed all
merriages after the candidates had secured the permission of the master,
Theﬁswas only one time when Mr. Moore found it necessary to sell
any of his slaves., Or. this occasion he had to sell tng he saw that they were

sold to another kind master. | A

e

The whipping on mnst plantation were sdministerd byfhe/eeers and



caught one day and told to pray before he was given his whipping.

T —

/
a break that resulted in his escape from them again,

slaves often ran away, Jennie Kendricks told of one manA?eiag lashed run wway

, N
but wes finally caught, When his master brought him back he was locked in a
room until he could be punished.

\
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Bis mastery b€ was burned at the stake for this crime.

AS he
obeyed he noticed that he was not heing closely observed, whereupon he made

| the whipping, Lash had cut his own threat in a last effort to secure hhs fime
freedom,

He was not successful; his life was saved by quick action on the
part of his master,

Whitley,
1-22-37
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in some cases punishment was rather severe, There was no overseer on this
plantation. Only one of Mr. Moore's sons told the field hands what to do®,

When this son went to war 1t became necessary to hire an overseer.

Once he
"
attempted to whip one of the women but when she refused to allow him to ghip
her he never tried to whip eny of the others.

Jennie Kendricks! husband,
who was also a slave, once told her his master was so mean that he often

whipped his slaves until bbood ran in their shoes,

Thers was a group of men, known &s the "Patter-Rollers", whose

“era-

duty it was to see that slaves were not allowed tc¢ leave their individual
plantations without passes whiehkwere supposed t0 receive from their masters.

A heap of them got whippingsvfor being caught off without these passe%g,/

cape from the Patter-R

She stated adding that sometimes a few of them were fortunate enough to es-
7
ollers®. ,

‘.NMWWWMN”_,/

She knew of one boy who, after heving out-

hiné his master's fence,

_run the “ratter-Rollers", pgfceeded to make fun of them after he was safe
k&

Another man whfom the Patter-Rollers had pur-

sued any number of times but vho had always managed to edcape, was finally

The treatment on same of the other plantations was so severs that

Yok w““*""“‘) WL \*’4\’0

When the master finally came to administef

- ’4\..

Sometime later after rough handling(iash finally killed

o1
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Other slaves were more successful at escape, some being able to
remain a{jay for as long as three years at a time. At nights, they slipped
to the plantation where they stole hogs and other food. Their shelters were
usually caves, some times holes dug in the ground. ‘/henever they were caught,
they were severely whipped.

A slave might secure his freedom without running away. This is
true in the case of Jennie Kendricks' grandfather who, after hiring his time
out for a number of years, was able to save enough money with which to pur-
chase himself from his master.

Jennie Kendricks remembers very little of the talk between her
master and mistress concerning the war. She does remember being takan to
see the Confederate soldiers drill a short distance from the house. She says
"T though it was very pretty, 'course I did'nt know what was causing ﬁs or
what the results would be". Mr, Moore's oldest sons went to wax;\ himself did
not' enlist until the war was nsarly over. She was told that the Yankee sol-
diers burned all the gin houses and took all live stock that they saw while on

the march, but no soldiers passed near their plentation,

After the war ended end &ll the slaves had been set free, some -

[ ; '
RN Ry

s ‘ G twrndptnt “L
yhtf did not know it sinee they were not told by their masters, .Saekwere N
IN ,

tricked into sigring contracts which bound them to their masters for seversl
years longer,

As for herself and er grandmother, they remained on the loore
property where her grandmother finally died. Her mother mqvéd awey when
freedom was declcared and started working for someone else, It was about this
‘time that Lir. Moore began to prosper, he and his brother Marvin gone into bus-
iness together,

according tq Jennie Kendricks, she has lived to reach such & ripe

old age because she has always been obedient and because she has alwasy been
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a firm believer in God.
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EX-SLAVE INTERVIEW:

EMMALINE KILPATRICK

Age 74
White Plains, Greene Co., Ga.

BY: SARAH H. HALL
ATHENS, GA.

8



EVMALINE KIIPATRICK
Born a slave on the plantation of
Judge William Watson ¥oore,
White Plalns,(Greene COunty)Georgla.

One morning in October, as I finished planting hyacinth bulbs
on my caemstery lot, I saw an o0ld ﬁegro W oman ap‘groa_.ching. She was
Ermaline Kilpatrick,born in 1863, on ny grandfa:ther's pla.z;tation.
"Mawnin® Miss Sarah,"™ she began, "Ah seed yer out hyar in de
graveyard, en I cum right erlong fe: t2> git yer ter read yof
Aunt Willie's birthday, offen her toomstone, en put it in writin'
fer me." |
"I don*t rmind doing that for you, ®rmalineg,® I replied, "“but
why do you want to know my sunt's bir thday"' | |
"Well," answared the o0li ex-slave, "I can't rightly tell mah
age no udder way. ¥y maemy, she ltcle me, I ﬁuz bawned de same
night ez Wiss Willie Wuz, en mammy allus tols me effen I evver want
tar Xnow how ole I is, jes® ask my white folks how ole Miss Willis is.M™
When I had pencilled the birthiste on a scrap of paper torn from
my note book and she had tucked it ca.refu.llyraway in & pocket in her
clzan blue checked gingham apron, Emmaline began to tzlk of the old
dsys on my grandfether's farm.

"¥Wiss Sarah, Ah sho did .love yo* aunt Willie. We wuz chilluns

__growin' up terzedder on Marse Billie's plece. You mought not know

i

it, but black chilluns gits grown heap faster den while chilluns,
en whilst us played *round de yard, en orchards, en pasturecs out dar,

I wuz sposed ter take care er Miss Willie en not let her git hurt, er

" nuthin' hagpen ter her.

\.,—-/

"
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s WMy maﬁmy say dat when Marse Billie cum ham* frum de War, he
call 21l his niggers tergedder en'tell tam dsy is free, en doan
b*long ter nobody no mot. He say datuény uf *um dat want to, kin
zo *way =nd live whar déy laks, en do lak dey w;nter. Howsome ehber,
he do say effen enybody wants ter stay wid him, en live right on in
de came cabinsg, day kin do it, effen dey promise him ter ba good 4

nigzers sn mine him lak dey a2llus done."

0

"Most 211 de niggers stayed wid Marée Billie, *ceppen two er
\ th§e brash, go021 Tcr nuthints." | |
| Standinz thers in the cémetery, as I listened to o0ld ®rirsline
t211 of the o0ld days, I could see cotton beiag loadéd on freight
cars at tha depot. I asksd Trrmline to tell what she could remem-
ver of the days whan wa had no railroad to haul the cctton to market.
"Wall," she said, "Fore dis hyar railroad wuz ﬁada, day haulep
de cotton ter de Pint {Sh: meant Union Poin;) en sold it d4r. De
Pintts Jes* *bout twelve milas fum'hyar. Fot deay had ér rail;oa&
tru ﬁe Pint,wﬁarse Billie used tar heul his cotton clear down'ter
Jools tar =211 it. My meany say dat long fo' de War he used ter
wait Tual_all de cotton wuz gicked in de f2ll, sn den he would haTe
it 211 losded on his waggins. RNotlong fo* sundown he wud start de
waggine off, wid yo' unker Anderson bossin* em, on de all night long
rids towards Jools. *Bout fo' in de mawnint Eafse Billie en yo!
gramraw, ¥iss Margie, *ud start off in de surrey, driving de bayé, en
fo* dem wagginz git tar Jools Marse Billie done ‘cotch up wid =m. He

drive sr head en l2ad em an ter de cotton mill in Jools, whar he sedl

all hisg cotton. Den him en Wiss Margie, day go tzar de mill sto* en

1
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Then eny niggscr on dat farm wuz sick, Marse Billie
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seed dat he had medicine en lookin® atter, en ef he wuz bad sick
Marse Billie had de white folks doétor coma see 'bout *im."*

"Did us hev shoes? Yas Ma'am us hed shoes. hDatﬁwﬁz all ole
Fegleg wuz good far, jes ter mek shoes, en fix shoes atfer dey wuz
*bout ter give out. Pegleg made de evvy day shoes for ﬂarse Billik*s
own chilluns, Ycept now en den Marse Billie fetched 'em homz some sto'
bought shoes fun Jools."

"Yagsum, us sho' wuz skeered er ghosts. Dem days when de War
wontt long gone, niggers sho* wuz skert er graveyards. Mos! evfy
nigser kep' 2r rabbit foot, ksze ghosties wone gwine bodder nobuddy
dat hed er 1laf*' hind foot frum er graveyard rabbit. Dem days‘dar
wuz ros' allus'woods *round de graveyards, en it uz easy ter ketch
er rabbit ez he loped outar 2r graveyard. Iawsy, Miss Sarah, dose
days Ah sho* wouldn®*t er bsen standin® hyar in no graveyard talkin®

ter ennybody, eban in wide open daytime."®

P "En you ax wuz dey enny thing slse uz wuz skert uv? Yéssum,us

i

ellues 4id git moughty oneasy ef er scritch wl hollered et night.-
Pappy ud hop right out 2r his bed en stick de fire shovel en ds
zoals. Effen ha did dat rat quick, en look over 'is lef' shoulder

whilst de shoval gittin® hot, den mayve no niggzer gwine die dat week

on dal plantstion, En us nebber did lak ter fine ar hawse tail

hair en de hawse trough, kaze us wuz sho' ter meet er snake fo¥ lomng.".

-

"Yassum, us had chawms far heap er things. Us got *em fum er ole

‘Injun *oman dat lived crost de crick. Her g0ld us chawms ter mek de

mens lak us, en chawmg dat would git er boy vaby, ar anudder ind er
chawrm effen yer want 2r zal baby. Niss Margie allus scold *bout de
chewrs, en mek us shamed ter wear Yem, 'cept she doan mine ef us wear

agsserfitidy chswms ter keep off fevers, en she doan say nuffin when my
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marmy wear er nutmeg on a woal string *round her neck ter kegp off
de rheumatiz. |

"Bn is you got tar git on home now, Miss Sarah? Lemme tote
dat hoe en trowel ter yar car fer yer. Yer gwine t'er take me home
in yer car wid yer, so ez I kin weed yer flower gyarden fo' night?
Yessum, I sho' will be proud ter 40 it fer de black dress you wo"
las' year. Ah swine ter git evvy speck er grass outer yof flowers,

Yaze zint' you jas' lak yo* grarmaw - ny Miss Margie.®

IS
A



s FfSlave 45

Re Jones
I

| S5's

FARLCES sIMBRANIGH, dXe3LiVE

Flace of birth: Cn XKimbrougn plantetion, lerries County,
near cuataula, Georgie

Date of birth: About 1854.
rresent residence: 16390 ~ Bth :venue., Columbus, Ceorgie

Interviewsd: sugust -7, 1986

*sunt Francks™ story reveals thst, lher young "marster" was

ir.e Jossie Finbroughee=s xan who died wien she was ubout eightsen
years cf uge. [ut & few wacks leter, while working in the fisld
one duy, ahe saw "Larse Jessie'a® ghost lsening egainst & pine

"waPchin us free lig:ers wuekin.”

when she waz sbout twenty-two yeurs of oge, "e Jjeelous lilg er oman©
*trioked" her. The"spell” gast by this "had oman" effected the
viotir's left siz and hand. Dotk tecume nunb and guve her greut
*rmisery~”. : pecullar festure of this wvisitatlion of the

"gonjurerts” gpite was: 1f & frisnd cx sny one meassaged or even touche
84 the surf:rer's affliocted sr: or hand, that parson was also
sirllerly strioken the following day, 2lways rscovering, however, on

tia second duye

Firally, “suat™ frincks zot in touch with a "hoodoo” dootor, & men
who lived in rusocgee Countyee-sboutl tweniy-Il.e niles distunt

from her. This man psid ths pstient one visit, then guve her



absent trectument for seversl weeks, at the end of which
tine she recovered the full use of her ari and hund,

Eoither ever gave her any trouble egain,.

For her olde-tire "white fokes", "iuns"™ Franoks entertains
en sizost worshipful cesery. Also, in her old «ge, she

reflecis the superstiticus type of Ler race,

¥elng so young when freedor was declared, emanciation

did not nave as . uch si nificance for "sunt"™ Frances” as

it did for tha clder colored people. Irn truth, she had no
true conceptiorn of what it "wuz all about" until seversl
years later, iut she does know that she had tetter food
and clothes tefore the slaves were freel than she had in the

years irnediately following,

she is deeply religicus, as rcst ex-slaves ere, but--as typleal
of the 'ajority of g.ed iegroes--associantes "hants" and super-

stitio: with hLer reli:ion,



Mary A. Crawford
Re-Search Worker 1o

Charlie King----Ex-Slave

© Interviewed

Charlie was born in Sandtown (now Wcodbury) Meriwether
County, Georgia, perhaeps eighty-five or six)years ago., He
does not know his exact age because his "age got burned up" “ -

when the house in which his parents lived was burned to the

ground,xeapsa&go.

N

The old man's parants, Ned and Ann King, were-e&avus-cf Nr.
Toe
John King, who ownedia big plentation near Sandtown,.&lso

gbout—two hundred-slaves.

Charlie's parents were married by the "broom stick ceremony."
The Master and Mistress were present at the wedding. The
broom was laid down on the rloor, the couple held each other's
hands and stepped backward over it, then the Master told the

crowd that the couple were man and wife.

This marriesge lasted for over fifty years and they mallus

treated each other right.”

Charlie said that all the "Niggers®" on "ole laster's place had

”, \
to work, even chillum over seven or éisht}years of age.



The first work that Charlie cen remembery dotmg was "toting
2awn" for his mother "to drap"™, and sweeping the yards up et
the "big house". He also recalls that many times,when he
was in the yard at the "big house", "8&le Miss" would call

him in and give him & buttered biscuit.

The Master and Mistress always nsmed the Negro babies and

usually gave them Bible names.

When the Negroes were sick, "9le Master" and“ele kiss™ did
the doctoring, sametimes giving them salts or oil, and if /.
{ihkg‘refused to—bedee 1t ,they used the raw hide "whup."

when a member of a Negro family died,the 12 ster permitted
all the Negroes to stop work and go to the funsral. The
slave was buried in the slave grave yard. Sometimss a
vhite minister read the Bible service, but usually & Negro
preacher cgﬁésﬁihﬁ-zho—servfce.

The Negroes on this plantation had to work from sun up till

sun down, except Saturdev aud Sunday; those were free.

The master blew on & big comach shell every morning at(%gmrj
otclock, and when the first long blast was heard the lights
mrgin to twinkle in every'Nigger" cabin.” Charlie chuckling,
recalled that "ole Master™ blowed that shell so it could-a-
been heard for‘ff%e}miles." When—the—sheti-was-blewn, Jome
of the"Niggers" went to feed.the mules arnd horses, some to

milk the cows, some to cook the breakfast in the big house,



some to chop the wood, while others were busy clegning up

the "big houss.”

Wwhen asked if he believed in signs, Charlie replied: "I sho
does for dis reason, @nce jest befo my baby brother died, ole
screech owl, he dcne come and set up in the big ocak tree

right at the doah by de bed and fo' the next tﬁzlve;houzs pessed,
ny brother was dead. Screech owls &llus holler ‘round the

house before death."

The sleves always had plenty to eat and we&r, and therefore

did not know what it was to be hungry.

The kaster plunted many acres of cotton, carn, wheat, peas,
and 81l kinds of garden things. Zvery "Nigger family was
reqguired to raise plenty of sweet potatoces, the laster giving
them e peatch." "ky *ole laster® trained his smartest'Niggers?
to do zertain kinds of work. My mother was & good weaver, é#é
wove all the cloth for her own family, and bossed the weaving

of all the other weavers on the plantation.

Charlie and &ll of his ten brothers and sisters helped to
card and spin the cotton for the looms. Sometimes they worked
all night, Charlie often going to sleep while carding, when
his mother would crack him on the head with the carder handle
and weke him up. ¥sch child had a night for carding and
spinning, so they all would get a chance t-o sleep.

Every Saturday night ;the Negroes had a "breakdown," often



dancing all night long. About twelve o'clock they had a
big supper, everybody bringing a box of all kinds of good

things to eat, and putting it on a long table.

Oon Sunday)all the darkies had to go to church. Sometimes
the Master had a house on his plantation for the preaching
-piaee, and sometimes the slaves had to go ten or twelve miles

to preaching. When they went so far tha slaves could use 'ole!*

laster's' mules and wagons.

Charlie recalls very well when the Yankees came through.

The first thing they did when they reached 'ole liaster's' place
was to break apen.the smokehouse and throw thes best hams

and shoulders out to the darkies, but as soon as the Yankees
passed, the white folks made the "Niggers" take "all dey

had'nt et up® back to the smokehouse."Q\Yes, lMiss, we had
plenty of liquor: Ole Master always kept kegs of it in the
cellar and big *Jimmy-john's' full in the house, and every
Saturday nig.:3 he'd give us darkies a dram, but nobody nevah

seed no drunk Nigger lak dey does now."

Charlie's mother used to give her "chillun™ "burnt whiskey"
every morning "to start the day off." This burnt whiskey

gave them "long life",

Another thing that Cherlie recalls about the Yankees coming

16
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through, was that they took the saddles off their "old sore back
horses." turned them loose,amd caught same of Master's fine
"hosses" trtheirplace, threw the saddlss over them and rode

away,

Charlie sald though "ole liarster®" "whupped" when it was
necessary, but he was not "onmerciful™ like some of the other
"ole Larsters™ were, but the "paterolers would sho lay it on
if they caught a Nigger off his home plantation without a
pass." The pa&sses were written stutements or permits signed

by the darkies' owner, or the plentation overseer,

Charlie is very feeble and unable to work. The Griffin
Qrer, i L
Relief Association furntshes-him his -sustenense.

Charlie Xing=---~- 435 E. Taylor 3treet, Griffin, Georgia

Septenber 16, 1936
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NICEY KINNEY
Ex-Slave - Age 86.

& nerrow path under large water oaks led through

& well-kept yard where a profusion of Sunmer flowers surrounded
Nicey Kinney's two-story frame hbuse. The porch floor and a
large portion of the roof had rotted down, and even the old
stone chimney at one end of the structure seemed to sag. The
middie-aged mulatto womsn who answered the door shook her head
when asked if she was Nicey Kinney. '"No, mam," she protested,
"but dat's my mother and she's sick in bed. She gits mighty
lonesome lyin' der in de bed and she sho does love to talk. Us
would be mighty proud if you would come in and see hef."

Nicey was propped up in bed angd, althoﬁgh the heat
of the September day was oppressive, the sick woman wore a
black shoulder cape over her thick flannel nightgown; heavy
quilts and blankets were piled close about her thin form, and
the window at the side of ner bed was tightly closed. Not
a lock of her hair escaped the nightcap that enveloped her
head. The daughter removed an empty food tray and announced,
"Mammy, dis lady's come ﬁo see you and I *spects you is gwine
to lak her fine 'cause she wants to hear 'bout dem old days
dat you loves so good to tell about.” |Nicey smiled. "I'se

8o glad you come to see me,™ she said, "'cause I gits so
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lonesome; jus'! got to stay here in dis bed, day in and day out.
I'se done wore out wid all de hard wuk I'se had to do,“and now
I'Se a aged 'oman, done played out and sufferin' wid de high
blood pressur'. But I kin talk and I does love to bring back
dem good 0ld days a-fore de war.”

Newspapers had been pasted on the walls of Nicey's
room. In one corner an enclosed staircase was cut off from
the room by a door at the head of the third step; the space
underneath the stair was in use as a closet. The marble
topped bureau, two double beds, & couple of small tables, and
some old chairs were all of a period prior to the current cen-
tury. A pot of peas was perched on a pair of "firedogs" over
the coals of a wood fire in the open fireplace. On a bed of
red coals a thick iron pan held é large pone of cornbreead,
and the tantalizing aroma of coffee drew attention to a steam-
ing coffeepot on a trivet in one corner of the hearth. Nicey's
daughter turned the bread over and said, "Missy, I jus' bet
you ain't never seed nobody cookin' dis way. Us is got a
stove back in de kitchen, but our somepin t'eat seems to
| taste better fixed dis 'way; it brings back dem old days when
us was chillun and all of us was at home wid memmy." Nicey
grinned. ﬂuissy," shne said, "Annie - dat's dis gal of mine

here - laughs at de way I leks dem old ways of livin', but



she's jus' as bad ‘'bout 'em as I is, *'specially 'bout dat
sort of cookin'; somepin t'eat cooked in dat o0ld black pot
is sho good.

"Merse Gerald Sharp and his wife, Miss &sannie,
owned us and, Child, dey was grand folks. Deir o0ld home
was 'way up in Jackson County *twixt Athens and Jefferson.
Dat big 0ld plantation run plumb back down to de Oconee
River. Yes, mam, all dem rich river bottoms was Marse
Gerald's.

"Mammy's name was (Ca'line and she b'longed to
Marse Gerald, but Marse Hatton David owned my daddy - his
.name wes Phiness. De David place warn't but 'bout a mile
from cur plantation and daddy was 'lowed to stay wid his
fembly most evvy night; he was allué wid us on Sundays.
Marse Gerald didn't have no slaves but my mammy and her
chillun, and he was sho mighty good to us.

"Marse Gerald had a nice four-room house wid a
hall all de way through it. It even had two big old fire-
places on one chimbly. No, mam, it warn't a rock chimbly;
dat chimbly was made out of home-made bricks. Marster's
fambly had deir cookin' done in a open fireplace lak evvy-
body else for a long time ‘and den jus' *fore de big war he
bought a stove. VfES, maem, Marse Gerald bought a cook stove
and us felt plumb rich 'cause dere warn't many folks dat had

stoves back in dem days.



"Memmy lived in de old kitchen close by de big
house 'til dere got to be too many of us; den Marse Gerald
built us & house jus' é little piece.off from de big house.

It was jus' a 1og house, but Marster had all dem cracks
chinked tight wid red.mud, and he even had one of dem
frankiin—back chimblies bﬁilt to keep our little cabin nice
and warm, Why, Child, ain't you never seed none of dem

cld chimblies? Deir backs sloped out in de middle to throw
out de heat into de room and keep too much of it from gwine
straight up de flue. Our beds in our cabin was corded jus'
lak dem up at de big house, but us slept on straw ticks and, g
let me tell you, dey sho slept good atter a herd days's wuk.

"De bestest water dat ever was come from a spring
right nigh our cebin and us had long-handled gourds to drink
it out of. Some of dem gourds hung by de spring all de time
and dere was allus one or two of 'em hangin' by de side of
our old cedar waterbucket. Sho', us had a cedar bucket and
it had brass hoops on it; dat was some job to keep dem hoops-
scrubbed wid sand to make 'em bright end shiny, and dey had
to be clean and pretty all de time or mammy would git right
in behind us wid a switch. Marse Gerald raised all dem long-
handled gourds dat us used 'stid of de tin dippers folks has
now, but dem warn't de onliest kinds of gourds he growed on
his plece. Dere was gourds mos' as big as waterbuckets,

and dey had short handles dat was bent whilst de gourds was



green, so us could haang 'em on a limb of a tree in de shade
to keeﬁ water cool for us ﬁben us was wukin‘iin de field
_durin' hot weather.

"T never done much field wuk 'til de war come on,
‘cause Mistess was larnin' me to be/i/gggggggig. Marse
Gerald and Miss Annie never had no chillun 'cause she warn't
no bearin' 'oman, but dey was both mighty fond of little
folks. On Sunday mornin's mammy used to fix us all up nice
and clean and téke us up to de big house for Marse Gerald to
play wid. ' Dey was good christian folks and tuk de mostest
pains to larn us chillun how to live right. Marster used to
'low as how he had done paid $500 for Ca'line but he sho.
wouldn't sell her for no price.

"Evvything us needed was rasised on dat plantation
tcept cotton. Nary a stalk of cotton was growed dar, but
jus' de same our clothes was made out of cloth dat Mistess

and my mﬁ§E§~EEZE.Out of thread us chillun spun, and Mistess

tuk a heap of pains mekin' up our éresses. Durin' de war
evvybody had to wear homespun, but dere didn't nobody have
no better or prettier dresses den ours, 'cause Mistess knowed

more'n anybody ‘bout dyein' cloth. When time come to meke.
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up & batch of clothes Mistess would say, 'Ca‘'line holp me git ‘)

up my things for dyein',' and us would fetch dogwood bark,
sumach, poison ivy, and sweetgum bark. Thst poison ivy made

the best black of anything us ever tried, and Mistess could
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dye the prettiest sort of purple wid sweetgum bark. Cop*ras
was used to keep de colors from fadin', and she knowed so well
how to handle it dat you could wash cloth what she had dyed
all day long and it wouldn't fade a speck.

"Marster was too old to go to de war, so he had to
stay home and he sho seed dat us done our wuk raisin' somepin
t'eat. He had us plant all our cleared ground, and I sho
has done some hard wuk down in dem old bottom lands, plowin',
hoein', pullin* corn and fodder, and I'se even cut cordwood
and split rails. Dem was hard times and evvybody had to wuk.

"Sometimes Marse Gerald would be away a week at a
time when he went to court at Jefferson, and de very last
thing he said *fore he driv off allus was, QCa'line, you and
de chillun take good care of Mistess.! He most allus fetched
us new shoes when he come back, *cause he never kept no shoe-

)

maker man on our place, and all our shoes was store-boughtt/

Dey was Jjus*® brogans wid brass toes, but us felt powerful
dressed up when us got 'em on, ‘'specially when dey was new
and de brass was bright and shiny. Dere was nine of us .
chillun, four boys and five gals. Us gals had plain cotton
dresses made wid long sleeves and us wore big sunbonnets.

What would gals say now if dey had to wear dem sort of clothes
end do wuk lak what us done? 1Little boys didn*t wear nothin®



but long shirts in summertime, but come winter evvybody had
good warm clothes mede out of wool off of Marse Gersld's ///
own sheep, and boys, even little tiny boys, had britches in
winter. ,
| "Didcyou ever see folks shear sheep, Child? Well,

it was a sight ip dem days. Marster would tie a sheep on de Y,
scaffold, what he had done built for dat job, and den he

would have me set on de sheep's head whilst he cut off de

wool. He sont it to de faetory to have it carded into bats
and us chillun spun de thread at home and mammy and Mistess
wove it into cloth for our winter clothes. Nobody warntt

fixed up better on church days dan Msrster's Niggers and he
was sho proud of dat. '

"Us went to church wid our white folks *cause dere
warn?t no colored churches dem days. Nonp of de churches
'round our part of de country hed meetin' evvy Sunday, so us
went to three diffunt meetin'® houses. On de fust Sunday us
went to_EggEg}gwgyick Baptist church, to Sandy Crick Presby-
terian church on second Sundays, and on third Sundays meetin'
was at Antioch Methodist church whar Marster and Mistess was
members, Dey put me under de watchkeer of deir church when
I was a mighty little gal, 'cause my white folks sho b*lieved

in de church and in livin' for God; de larnin®' dat dem two



good old folks gimme is done stayed right wid me all through
life, so far, and I aims to live by it to de end. I didn't
“sho *nough jine up wid no church 'til I was done growed up
and had left Marse Gerald; den I jined de Cedar Grove Baptist
church and was baptized dar, and dar's whar I b'longs yit.

"Marster was too old to wuk when dey sot us free,
so for a long time us jus' staygd dar and run his plece for
him. I never seed none of dem Yankee sojers but one time.
Marster was off in Jefferson and while I was down at de
washplace I seed *bout 12 men come ridin' over dé hill. I
was sho skeered and when I run and told Mistess she msde us
all come inside her house and lock all de doors. Dem Yankee
mens Jjus' rode on through our yard down to de river and
stayed dar a little while; den dey turned around and rid back
through our yard and on down de big road, and us never seed
'em no more.

"Soon atter dey was sot free Niggers started up W
churches of dey own and it was some sight to see and hear 'em
on meetin' days. Dey would go in big erowds and sometimes
dey would go to meetin's a fur piece off. Dey was all fixed
up in deir Sunday clothes and dey walked barfoots wid deir
shoes acrost deir shoulders to keep 'em from gittin' dirty.

Jus' *fore dey got to de church dey stopped and put on deir

29

shoes and den dey was ready to git together to hear de preacher.



®"Folks don't know nothin*® 'bout hard times now,
*specially young folks; dey is on de gravy train and don't
know it, but dey is headed straight for *struction and
perdition; dey's gwine to land in dat burnin' fire if dey
don't mind what dey's about. Jus' trust in de Lord, Honey,
and cast your troubles on Him and He'll stay wid you, but
if you turns your back on Him, den you is lost, plumb gone,
jus* as sho as shelled corn.

"When us left Marse Gerald and moved nigh Athens
he_got a o0ld Nigger named Egypt, what had a big fambly, to
live on his place and do all de wuk. 0l1ld Marster didn*t
last long atter us was gone. One night he had done let his
farm hands have a big cornshuckin® and had seed dat dey had
plenty of supper and liquor to go wid it and, as was de
custom dem days, some of dem Niggers got 0ld Marster up on
deir shouldeérs and toted him up to de big house, singin* as
dey went along. He was jus'®' as gay as dey was, and joked
de boys. When dey put him down on de big hcouse porch he
told 01d Mistess he didn't want no supper 'cept & little
coffee and bread, and he sfrangled on de fust bite. Mistess
sont for de doctor but he was too nigh gone, and it warn't
long 'fore he had done gone into de glory of de next world.

He was 'bout 95 years old when he died and he had sho been

0
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& good man. One of my nieces and her husband went dar atter
Marse Gerald died and tuk keer of Mistess *til she went home
to glory too.

"Mammy followed Old Miatess to glory in fbout 3
years. Us was livin' on de Jdohnson place den, and it warn't
long *fore me and George Kinney got married. A white preacher
married us, but us didn't have no weddin' celebration. Us
mnoved to de Joe Langford place in Oconee County, but didn't
stay dar but one year; den us moved ‘*crost de crick into
Clerke County and atter us farmed der 9 years, us moved on
to dis here place whar us has been ever since. Plain old
farmin' is de most us is ever done, but George used to make
some mighty nice cheers to sell to de white folks. He made
'em out of hick'ry what he seasoned jus' right and ppt rye
split bottoms in 'em. Dem cheers lasted a lifetime; when
dey got dirty you jus' washed 'em good and sot 'em in de sun
to dry and dey was good as new. George made and sold a lot
of rugs end mats dat he made out of plaited shucks. Most
evvybody kep' & shuck footmat *'fore deir front doors. Dem
sunhats made out of shucké and bulrushes was mighty fine to
weer in de field when de sun was hot. Not long atter all

ten of our chillun was borned, George died out and left me

wid dem five boys and five gals.
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"Some old witch~-man conjured me into marryin'
Jordan Jackson. Dat's de blessed truth, Honey; a fortune-
teller is done told me how it was done. I didn't want to
have nothin' to do wid Jordan *cause I knowed he was jus'

& no 'count old drinkin' man dat jus® wanted my land and
stuff. ‘hen he couldn't git me to pay him no heed hisself,
he went to a old conjure man and got him to put a srell on
me. Honey, didn't you know dey could do dat bsck in dem
days? I knows dey could, ‘*cause I never woulda run round
wid no Nigger and married him if I hadn't been witched by dat
conjure business. De good Lord sho punishes folks for deir
sins on dis earth and dat old man what put dat spell on me
died and went down to burnin' hell, and it warn't long den
'fore de svell left me.

"Right den I showed dat no 'count Jordan Jackson
dat I was a good 'oman, a powerful sight above him, end dat
he warn't gwine to git none of dis land what my chillun's
daddy hed done left 'em. +vhen I jus® stood right up to him
and showed him he warn't gwine to out whack me, he up and
left me and I don't even use his name no more 'cause I don't
want it in my business no way a t'all. Jordan's done paid
his debt now since he died and went down in dat big old burnin'

hell *long wid de old witch men dat conjured me for him.
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"Yes, Honey, de Lord done put it on record dat
dere is sho a burnin' place for torment, and didn't my
Marster and Mistess larn me dé same thing? I sho does
thank *em to dis day for de pains dey tuk wid de little
Nigger gal dat growed up to be me, tryin* to show her de
right road to travel. Oh! If I could jus' see ‘em one
more time, but dey can look down from de glory lansfgée
dat I'se still tryin®* to follow de road dat leads to whar
dey is, and when I gits to dat good and better world I Jus*
knows de Good- Lord will let dis aged 'oman be wid her dear
Marster and Mistess all through de time to come.

"rfrust God, Honey, and He will lead you home to
glory. I'se sho enjoyed talkin' to you; end I thenks you

for comin'. I'se gwine to ax Him to take good keer of you

and let you come back to cheer up old Nicey again.”
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JULIA LARKEN
Bx-Slave - Age 76.

Julia's small three-room cottage is a servant
house at the rear of a white family's residence. A gate
through an old-fashioned picket fence led into a spacious yard
where dense shade from tall pecan trees was particularly in-

viting after a long walk in the sweltering heat.

An aged mulatto woman was seated on the narrow
porch. Her straight white hair was arranged in braids, and her
faded print dress and enormous checked apron were clean and care-
fully patched. A pair of dark colored tennis shoes completed
her costume. She arose, tall and erect, to greet her visitor.
"Yessunm, dis here's Julia Larken," she said with a friendly
smile. "Come right in, Chile, and set here and rest on ﬁw
nice cool porch. I knows you's tired plumb out. You shouldn't
be out walkin' 'round in dis nhot sun - It ain't good for you.
It*l]l mske you have brain fever 'fore you knows it."

When asked for the story of her life, Julia re-
plied: "Lordy, Chile, did you do all dis walkin', hot as it is
today, jus' to hear dis old Nigger talk? Well, jus®' let me
tell you, dem days back yonder 'fore de war was de happiest time
of my whole life.

"I don't know much 'bout slavery, 'cause I was Jjus'
a little gal when de war ended. I wes borned 1ln war times on

Marse Payton Sails' plantation, way off down in Lincoln County.
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My Ma was borned and bred right dar on dat same place. Marster
bought my Daddy and his Memmy from Captain LeMars, and dey tuk
de naﬁe of Sails atter dey come to live on his place., Mammy's
name was Betsy Sails and Vaddy was named Sam'l. Dey was married
soon atter Marster fetched Daddy dar.

"Dere ain't no tellin' how big Marster's old
plantation was. His house set right on top of a high hill.
His plantation road circled 'round dat hill two or three times
gittin' from de big road to de top of de hill, Dere was @&
great deep well in de yard whar dey got de water for de big house.

Merster's room was upstairs and had steps on de outside dat come

down into de yard. On one side of his house was a fine apple
orchard, so big dat it went all de way down de hill to de‘big
road.

"On de other side of de house was a large gyarden
whar us raised evvyihing in de way of good veg'tables; dere was
beans, corn, peas, turnips, collards, 'taters, and onions. Why
dey had a big patch of nothin' but onions. Us did love onions.
Dere was allus plenty of good meat in Marster's big old smoke-
house dat stood close by de well. Marster, he believed in
raisin' heaps of meat. He had cows, hogs, goats, and sheep, not \)
to mention -his chickens and turkeys. '

"All de cloth for slaves' clothes was made at home.
Mammy was one of de cooks up et de big house, and she made cloth

too. Daddy was de shoe man. He made de shoes for all de folks

P —

on de plantation.
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"De log cabins what de slaves lived in was off
a piece from de big house. Dem cabins had rock chimblies, put
together wid red mud. Dere warn't no glass in de windows
and doors of dem csbins - jus' plain old home-made wooden
shutters and doors." Julia laughed as she told of their beds.
"Us called 'em four posters, and dat's what dey was, but dey
was jus' plain old pine posties what one of de men on de plan~
tetion made up. Two posties at de head and two at de foot wid
pine rails betwixt 'em was de way dey made dem beds. Dere
warn't no sto'-bought steel springs dem days, not even for de

white folks, but dem o0ld cord springs went a long ways towards
-~

makin' de beds comfortable and dey holped to hold de bed together.
De four poster beds de white folks slept on was corded too, but

deir posties warn't mede out of pine. Dey used oak and walnut
BN e e ey am———

—
and sometimes real mshogany, and dey carved 'em up pretty. Some
.-—m

of dem big old posties to de white folkses beds was six inches
thick.

"Slaves all et up at de big house in dat long
0ld kitchen. I kin jus' see dat kitchen now. It wern't built
on to de big house, 'cept it was at de end of a big porch dat
went from it to dé big hruse. ' A great big fireplace was 'most
all de way 'cross one end of dat kitchen, and it bhad racks and
cranes for de pots and pans and ovens but, jus' let me tell

you, our Marster had a cookstove too. Yessum, it was & real sho'

'nough iron cookstove. No'm, it warn't ‘'zactly lak de stoves us
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uses now. It was jus' a long, low stove, widout much laigs,
jus® flat on top wid eyes to cook on. De oven was at de
Bottom., Mammy and Grandma Mary was mighty proud of dat stove,
*cause dere warn't nobody else *round dar what had a cookstove,
so us was Jjus®' plumb rich folks.

————

*Slaves didn't come to de house for dinner when

dey was wukin' a fur piece off in de fields. It was sont to 'em,
and dat was what kilt one of my brothers. Whilst it was hot,
de cooks would set de bucket of dinner on his haid snd tell him
to run to de field wid it fore it got cold. He died wid brain
fever, and de doctor said it wes from totin' all dem hot victuals
on his haid. Pore Brudder John, he sho' died out, and ever since
den I been skeered of gittin' too hot on top of de haid.

"Dere was twelve of Mammy's chillun in all, countin’
Little Peter who died oﬁt when he wes a baby. De other boys wasr
John, Tramer, Seam'l, George, and Scott. De only one of my brothers
left now is George, lesstwise I reckon he's livin®* yet. De last
tcount I had of him he was in Chicago, and he must be *bout a
hundred@ years old now. De gals was me and Mary, 'Merica, Hannah,
Betsy, and Emma.

®t*Fore Grandma Mary got too old to do ell de
cookin', Mammy wuked in de field. Mammy said she allus woke up
early, and she could hear Merster when he started gittin' up; |

She would hurry and git out 'fore he had time to call 'em.~Some-
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times she cotch her hoss and rid to the field ahead of de
others, ‘'cause Marster never laked for nobody to be late in

de mornin’'. One time he got atter one of his young slaves

~
e

out in de field and told him he was a good mind to have him /
whupped. Dat night de young Nigger was tellin' a old slave
'bout it, and de old man Jjus' laughed and said: ‘*'When Marstei)
(lpesters me dat way I jus' rise up and cuss him out.t Dat
young fellow 'cided he would try it out and de next time Marster
got atter him dey had a rukus what I ain't never gwine to forgit.
Us was all out in de yard at de big house, skeered to git a good
bresth when us heared Marster tell him to do somepin, 'cause us
knowed what he wes meanin' to do. He didn't go right ahesd and
mind Marster lsk he had allus been used to doin'. Marster celled
to him agein, and den dat fool Nigger cut loose and he evermore
did cuss mgrgter out. Lordy, Chile, Marster jus' fairly tuk de
hide off dat Nigger's back. When he tried to talk to dat old

slave 'bout it de cld man laughed and said: ‘'Shucks, I allus

walts 'til I gits to de field to cuss iarster so he won't hear

[ ot e

me, "
"Marster didn't have but two boys and one of 'em

got kilt in de wear. Dat sho'ly did hurt our good o0ld iarster,

but dat was de onliest diffunce de war mede on our place. When

it wes over and dey said us was free, all de slaves stéyed right

on wid de Marster; dat was all dey knowed to do. Marster told 'am/

dey could stay on jus' as long as dey wanted to, and dey was

right dar on dat hill 'til Marster had done died out and gone to

Glory.
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"Us chillun thought hog killin* time was de best\>
time of all de year. Us would hang *'round de pots whar dey was
rendin® up de lard and ell day us et dem good old browned skin
cracklin's and ssh rossted ‘taters. Marster allus kilt from 50
to 80 hogs at a time. It tuk dat much meat to feed all de
folks dat had to eet from his kitchen. Little chillun never

had nothin' much to do 'cept eat and sleep and plesy, but now,

Jus* let me tell YOu for sho*, dere wern't no runnin' *round
nights lak dey does now. Not long 'fore sundown dey give evvy

slave chile a wooden bowl of buttermilk and cornpone and a

wooden spoon to eat it wid. Us knowed us hed to finish eatin'
in time to be in bed by de time it got dark.

®our homespun dresses had plain waisties wid
long skirts gathered on tc 'em. In hot weather chillun woTre
Jus* one viece; dat wes a plein slip, but in cold weatier us

had rlenty of good warm clothes. Dey w cotton and wool to-

gether to make warm cloth for our winter clothes and made shoes

e et e o

for us to wear in winter too. Marster evermore did believe in
takin' good keer of his Niggers.

*I kin ricollect dat 'fore dere was eny churches
right in our neighborhcod, slaves would walk 8 and 10 miles to

church. Dey would git up *way *'fore dawn on meetin' day, so as

10
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to git dar on time. Us wouldn't wear our shoes on dem long

walks, but jus®' went barfoots 'til us got nearly to de meetin'

house. I jus' kin *member dat, for chillun warn't *lowed to

try to walk dat fur a piece, but us could git up early in de

mornin' and see de grown folks start off. Dey was dressed in

deir best Sunday go-to-meetin' clotheé and deir shoes, all 3&Mhlﬂq_
shined up, was tied together and hung over deir shoulders to 54;2&”7
keep 'em from gittin' dust on 'em. Men folks had on plain i
homespun shirts and jeans pants. De jeans what deir pants

was made out of was homespun too. Some of de ‘omans wore

homespun dresses, but most of *em had a calico dress what was

N o ATt

saved special for Sunday meetin' wear. '‘Omans wore two or

O il s = L

three petticoats all ruffled and starched 'til one of dem under-
skirts would stand by itself. Dey went barfoots wid deir shoes
hung over deir shoulders, jus®' lsk de mens, and evvy ‘*oman
pinned up her dress and evvy one of her petticoats but one to
keep 'em from gittin' muddy. Dresses and underskirts was

made long enough to touch de ground dem days. Dey 2llus went
off singin', and us chillun would be wishin' for de time when
us would be old enough to weer long dresses wid starched petti-
coats end go to meetin'. Us chillun tried our best to stay
'wake *'til dey got home so us could hear 'em talk 'bout de
preachin' gnd singin® and testifyinf_:oywdgngpgﬁ, and us allus

axed how many had done jined de church dat day.



"Long *‘fore I was old enough to meke dat trip
on foot, dey built a Baptist church nearby. It was de white
folkses church, but dey let deir own Niggers join dar too,
and how us chillun did love to play 'round it. No'm, us never
broke out no windows or hurt nothin® playin' dar. Us warn't
never 'lowed to throw no rocks when us was on de church grounds.
De churqh was up on top of a high hill and at de bottom of dat
hill.was de creek whar de white folks had a fine pool for
baptizin®. Dey had wooden steps to go down into it and a long
wooden trough leadin' from de creek to fill up de pool whemnever
dere was baptizin' to be done. Dey had real sermons in dat
church and folks come from miles around to see dem baptizin'sv
White folks was baptized fust ana den de Niggers. When de time
come for to baptize dem Niggers you could hear *'em singin' and
shoutin' a long ways off.

"It Jjus' don't seem lask folks has de same sort
of 'ligion now dey had dem days, 'specially when somebody dies.
Den de neighbors all went to de house whar de corpse was and |
sung end prayed wid de fambly. De coffins had to be made
atter folks was done dead. Dey measured de corpse and made

de coffin 'cordin'ly.. Most of 'em was made out of plain pine
it huund

wood, lined wid black calico, and sometimes dey painted 'em

black on de outside. Dey didn't have no 'balmers on de plan-

tations so dey couldn't keep dead folks out long; dey had to
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bury 'em de very next day atter dey died. Dey put de corpse
in one wagon end de fambly rode in another, but all de other
folks walked to de graveyard. When dey‘put de coffin in de
grave dey didn't have no sep'rate box to place it in, but dey
did lay plenks 'cross de top of it 'fore de dirt was put in.

De preacher said a prayer and de folks sung - Harps from de Tomb.

Maybe several months later dey would have de funeral preached

some Sungay.

"Us had all sorts of big doin's at harvest time.

e S s st

Dere was cornshuckin's, logrollin's, syrup makin‘s, and cotton
pickin's. Dey tuk time about from one big plantation to
another. Evvy place whar dey was a-goin' to celebrate tuk
time off to cook up a lot of taStXMEEEEEntS’ 'specially to‘A
barbecue plenty of good meatj‘ﬂﬁﬁé Marsters at dem diffunt places
allus seed dat dere was plenty of liquor passed 'round and when
de wuk was done and de Niggers et all dey wanted, dey danced
and played 'most all night. What us chillun laked most 'bout
it was de eatin'. What I 'member best of all is de good old
corn risin' lightbread. Did you ever see any of it, Chile?
Why, my Memmy and Urandme Mary could bake dat bread so good it

-
would jus' melt in your mouth.

"Mammy died whilst I was still little and Deddy
married again. I guess his second wife had a time wid all of

us chillun, She tried to be good to us, but I was skeered of
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her for a long time atter she come to our cabin. She larnt

me how to make my dresses, and de fust one I mede all by my-

self was a long sight too big for me. I tried it on and was

plumb sick 'bout it bein' so big, den she said: *Never mind,

you'll grow to it.' Let me tell you, I got dat dress off in

a hurry 'cause I was 'most skeered to death for fear dat if I  ‘Nownen
kept it on it would grow to my skin lak I thought she meant. I

never put dat dress on no more for a long time and dat was

atter I found out dat she jus' meant dat my dress would fit ﬁe

atter I had growed a little more.

"A1l us chillun used to pick cotton for Marster,
and he bought all our clothes and shoes. One day he told me
and Mary dat us could g0 to de store and git us a pair of shoes
apiece. 'Course us knowed what kind of shoes he meant for us
to git, but Mary wanted a finelpair of Sunday shoes snd dat's
what she picked out and tuk home. Me, I got brass-toed brogans
lek Merster meant for us to git. 'Bout half way home Ihry~put
on her shoes and walked to de big house in 'em. When Marster

seed 'em he was sho' mad as a8 hornet, but it was too late to

take ‘'em back to de store atter de shoes had done been wore and
was all scratched up. Marster  fussed: ‘*Blast your hide, I'm
a good mind to thresh you to death.' Mary stocod dar shsekin'
and tremblin', but dat's sll Marster ever said to her 'bout it.

Us heared him tell Mist'ess dat dat gal Mery was a right smart

Nigger.
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"Marster had a great big o0ld bull dat was
mighty mean. He had real long horns, and he could 1lift de
fence railin's down one by one and turn all de cows out.

Evvy time he got out he would fight us chillun, so Marster

had to keep him fastened up in de stable. One day when us
wanted to play in de stable, us turned 0ld Camel (dat was de }
bull) out in de pasture. He tuk down rails enough wid his /
horns to let de cows in Marster's fine gyarden and dey et it

all up. Marster was wuss dan mad dat time, buﬁ us hid in de
barn under some hay 'til he went to bed. Next mornin' he called
us all up to git our whuppin', but us cried and said us wouldn't
never do it no more so our good o0ld Marster let us off dat time.

"Lak I done said before, I stayed on dar 'til
Marster died, den I married iatthew Hartsfield. Lordy, Chile,

us didn't have no weddin®'. I had on a new calico dress and

Matthew wore some new blue jeans breeches. De neverend Hargrove,

de white folks preacher, married us and nobody didn't know
nothin' 'bout it 'til it was 2ll over. Us went to Oglethorpe
County and lived dar 19 years 'fore Matthew died. I wuked wid
white folks dar 'til I married up wid Ben Larken and us come on
here to Athens to live. I have done some wuk for 'most all de
white folks 'round here. Ben's grandpappy was a& miller on Potts
Creek, nigh Stephens, and sometimes Yen used to have to go help

him out wid de wuk, atter he got o0ld and feeble.
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"Dey's all gone now and 'eept for some nieces,
I'm left all alone. I kin still mind de chillun‘and even do
a little wuk. For dat I o give thanks to de Good Lord - dat
he keeps me able to do some wuk.

"Goodbye Chile," said Julia, when her visitor
arose to leave. "You must be more keerful 'bout walkin?
tround when de sun is too hot. It*ll maske you sick sho'.

Folks Jus‘ don't know how to take de right sort of keer of dey-

selves dese days."”

o
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) Mre Geerge Lewis was bern in Pensacela,Flerida December 17,1849, In additien

A . .
;’ -5 himself end his parents, Sephie and Charles Lewis, there were thirteen @ther children;

.0 5f whom were girls. iir. Lewis (Geoe) was the third eldest child.

Altheuch =married lire Lowis® parents belongaC te different ewners. Hewever,

T Brosenhan# often allowed hi.s sorvent to vieit his wife on the plantatien ef her

< .aore Lrs Carelins Bright.

In rejard to werk all ef the mrmbers of the Lowis clan fared very welle. The
> tuer, whe bolonged te Dre Brosenhan, was a skilled shipbmilder and he Was permitted

© hire himeelf -t to those n-eding his scrvices. He was alse alleowed te hireAthage

- 1l1aren belenging te him wWhe were c1d ~neugh te werk. He was enly required teo pay

i moster ond tho nistraese eof his childrea a ceriain porcent ef his earninga. On the

S-izht plentation lirse Levis served as maid and as part ef her dutiee she had te help

1th the ceekinge kir. Lewis and his brethers and sisters were nsver reguired te de

--vv mach worke Iest of their time was spent in playing areund in the yard eof the big

e+ ¥-1- 1Y

In ansvwer te & guery concerning the werk requirements ef the other slaves en

»ig perticular plantatien lre Lovis replied)'De sun weéuld never xetoch dem at d¢ house.

- de time ht was up dey had dene got te de fiel'——net o8 gwinee I've kmown men te

Y

Lave te wait ‘ill it wue pright enough te see how te plew without "kivering" the

lante up. yoey jof' se early in de merninge dat breakfas' had te ve sent te dem in

e fiel'. De cllllun wus de ones who carried de :oals dere. Dis was de firast Jjeb

sat I hade 411 de paile wue put em a leng gtick an' semebedy held te each ond ef de

cticke If de fiel' hands wus tee far a’&ay fum de house at dinner time it wus sent to

- same as de breakfus'"e.

All of the slaves en the plantatien were awakened each merning By & bugle

-y a hern which was blewn by the eversoer. The same evaerseer gave the gignal fer

411 were usually given one heur feor dinngry

Jirper hour by blewing en the same herns

Ucne had te de amy werk after leaving the fiel’s wnlese it happened te B¢ persenal
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scrke @ wWork ether than the earing fer the steek was rsquired en Sundays.

4 few years befere the Civil War Mrs. Bright married a Drey Beunett Forrel
. ~3ved te his heme in Geprgia(Trewpe County)s

¥r. Lewis states that fne and his fellew slaves always hed "pretty fair"reed.
Jefore they moved te Geerzia the rations were isswed daily and fer the mest part an isswe
censisted of vegetables, rice, beans, meat(perk), all kinds of fisk and gritas,ets.

"We got geed clethes teeo says Mr. Lewis. All ef 'em wus beughte All do¢ ghillun
wWre a loné shirt until dey wus tee big an' den day wus given panfs an' dresses. Dg sheos
us 1cdo eut ef red leather an' wus called bregans. After we meved te Geergia eur new

urotor beught  de cleth an' had all do clethoe made en de plantetiem. De feod wug "prebty
" hore tee. We get cern brea.d an' biscuit cometimes—-an' it was gsemetimes tea-—;
yocom, milk, all kinds ef vegetables han’ gicha stuff like. da;. De flour dat we made de
tiveaite emt of wus de third grade shortm."

The food on Sunday was almest 1dent1ca11;( with that eaten during the weak.

~vinvory these whe desied te were allo‘md te Iunt as uch as they pleased te at mght.

¥

Sy owere net permitted te carry guns and se when thq came was treed the tree had te be
St ism in erder te get ite It was in this way that the {af.lyjilfir Wed inereaged, '

"4ll in all", saye kir. Lewis) we set ~verything we wented excep' dere wug ne
conin' for our werk en'# wa could’nt e off de place unless We asked.)Is you wus
©hs-t off your  lantation without a permit fum de narster de Paddy-Rellers Whupped you
@' et zou homel!

The slaves living (uarters werc located in tho rear ef the "big heuse" (thig
can of the plentation locsted in Pensacela as woll as the enc in Geersiade A1l were
¢f loge and,accerding te Ir. Lewis, all weref substantially built. Weeden pega Were

“ G in the place of nails and the cracks left in the walls were sealed with md and
“izime These cabins were very ceafertable and enly ene family was allewed o a cabin. _
all ;'3;3:::»1:'r vere of w@ed. The only furaishings were the beds and onc oF twe benches or

" lne whieh served as chairs. In seme respects these beds resembled a scaffeld nailed te

- i’¢ of a hewuse. Others were made of hoavy weod znd had feur legs te stand upen. Fer
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s 22t part, hewever, eme end of the bed Was nailed te the walle The mattresses were
1dr ol of any kind ef aaterial that a slave ceuld secure, burlap sagks,ausenberg,otc.
32507 - lagge bag had been made with this matsrial it wes stuffed with straw. Heavy
ol vnaing frem side te side wos wsed fer the Wi bed springs. The cnd of tng
:0d v *ied te a handle at the end ef the bode This peormitted tho eccupsnt t¢ ti;ghegn the
- 1t became loessnede 4 fow cooking wtensils cempleted the furnishings. A1l illagi-

il wie secured by means of the deer and the epen fire place.

All of the slaves en the plantatien were permittzd te"frelie" whemever they wanted
fzal for as leng a time as they wanted te. The master gave them all ir the whiskey that
£y l:sirede Gae of the main times fer a frolie was during a cerm skmeking. A% cack frelie
tore as dancing, fiddling, and eating. The next merning,hewever all had te be prepared te
riport 28 usual te the fields.

4ll were recuired te attend cimrek sach Sunday. The same eimreh was wsed by the
370 iners and their slavese The ewners attended clmrch im the merming at elevem ¢'gleek
@t e slaves attended at three e'cleek. A white minister did all ef the Preaching,
"% si;ses' sermem he pre#ehed”, says Mre Lewis, "was te read de Bible an' dem tell ws to
% irt an’ net te steal ## chickens, eggs, an' iatter, fam eur marsters." All Baptising
e ‘s;?_this -elfgzme minister.

When a couple wished te marry the man seeured the permissiem eof hig intended
A4 tomor smd if he censented/ 8 breem was placed em the fleer and the esmple jusped ever
1t :21 were then prencunced man and wife.
There was net & ;reat deal ef whipping en the plamtatien of Dre Ferrcl wmt at
“lise all whippimgs were zdministered by eme of the everseers cupleycd em the plantatien
\::‘- ~s.ls himself was enly whipped enc: and then by the Decter .This was just a few days

737 the slaves were freed. lire Lovis says that the decter came te the field eme morming

[}
(&)

‘110Q him.Jff He teld him that they Were geing te be frood but that befere he did free

as ;oinz‘to let him ses what it was like to be whipped by a vwhite m=uny amd he
-3 o3 te peddle him with a white eak paddles

Wagn there was sorioms illness &he slaves had the attentien of BB, Ferrel. Cm



other occasiens the eld ruogy of gaster eoil and turpentine was &dniniabe?odg: mro

was vAry 1it’ale sickness then accerding te lir. Lewis. lest every fanily kept 8 large pet
\s "3itters" (a mixtare of whigkey and tree barks) and oach norm.ng every member ef the
reily t@@k a drink frem this bucket. This euppesedly preventoed illneses

hen the war breke eut ilre Lewis says that he eften heord the eld folks whisper-

iny among themselves at night. Several timees he saw the Nerthern treeps os well ag 4g
- athern \troape but ho des'nt kmew whether they were [oing or ceming fren the scene ef.
fiahting{ioctor Ferrel je‘ine_d the amyy but en three difforent ¢ecasions he dege;td.
Zofore ;ei.nzf-_.to war Dre Forrel called lirs Lewis te him and after giving him hig faverite
0rYse Zave hime the fellewing "charge"® %#Demn't let the Yankees get him". Every morning

. re Lewls would take the herse to{ the weoeds whorg ha hid with him all déy. On geveral

sccapiens Dr. Ferrel slipped back te his home te see if the herse was being preperly
cornd fore JAll ef the ether valuables belenging te the Ferrelawere hidden .1“.

All of the slaves en the plantation were glad when they were teld that they
i»re £ree ub there Was no big deomenstratien as they were semewhat afraid eof wha® the
oter might do. Seme of tham remained en the plantatiem while ethers ef them left ag

coon ag they were teld that they were free.

Several months after froedem was declared Mr. Lewia' father was able te
;'ain.l( his family me bad net seen since they had nfved te Georgiae. '

Waon asked his epinien ef slavery snd ef freedem r, Lewis ssid thst he
ald rather be free because té a certain degrese he is sble te de as he pleau', o tho
:t17r hand he did net have te werry abewt mﬁo&. and shelter as a slave as

Lr hag te do now at timose
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MIRRIAM McCOMMONS
Ex-Slave - Age 76

It was a bright sunny day when the interviewer stopped
at the home of Aunt Merry, as she is called, and found her tending
her old-fashioned flower garden. The old Negress was tired and
while resting she talked of days long passed and of how things have
changed since she was "a little gal.®

"My pa wuz William Young, and he belonged to old Marse
Wylie Young and later to young Marse Mack Young, a son of old marstef.
Pa wuz born in 1841, and he died in 1918.

"Ma wuz Lula Lumpkin,'and she belonged to Marse Jack
Tumpkin. I forgits de year, but she wuz jus' 38 years old when she
died. Ma's young mistis wuz Miss Mirriam Lumpkin, and she wuz sho'
good ter my ma. I 'members, 'cause I seed her lots of times. She
married Marse William Nichols, and she ain't been dead many years.

"I wuz born at Steebens (Stephens), Georgia, in 1862 at
seben 'clock in de mornin' on de 27th day of April. Yassum, 1 got
here in time for breakfast. Dey naﬁed e Mirriam Young. When I
wuz *bout eight years old, us moved on de Bowling Green road dat runs
to Lexin'ton, Georgia. Us stayed dar 'til I wuz 'bout 10 years old, .
den us moved to de old Hutchins place. I wukked in de field wid my 7
pa *til I wuz ‘bout 'leben years old. Den ma put me out to wuk. I

wukked for 25 dollars a year and my schoolin'. Den I nussed for

. /,’
larse George Rice in Hutchins, Georgia..~1 think Marse George and
his twin sister stays in Lexin'ton now. When I wuz twelve, I went
to wuk for Marse John I. Callaway. Ma hired me for de same pay, 25

dollars a year and my schoolin',
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“Missus Callaway sho' wuz good to me. She larnt me my
books - readin' énd writin' - and sewin', knittin', and crochetin'.

I still got some of de wuk dat she larnt me to do." At this pointv
Aunt Merry proudly displayed a number of articles that she had
crocheted and knitted. All were fashioned after old patterns and
showed fine workmanship. "Misgtis larnt me to be neat zand clean in
evvything I done, and I would walk *long de road a-knittin' and
nebber miss a stitch. I just bet none of dese young folkses now
days could do dat. Dey sho' don't do no wuk, just run *'round all
de time, day and night. I don't know what'li 'come of ‘em, lessen
dey change deir ways.

"Whilst I wuz still nussin' Missis' little gal and baby
boy dey went down to Buffalo Crick to stay, and dey give me a pretty
gray mare. She wuz all mine and her name wuz Luecy. |

®I tuk de chillun to ride evvy day and down at de crick,
I pulled off dey clo'es and baptized ‘'em,in de water. I would wade \
out in de crick wid ‘em, and say: *I baptizes you in de name of de }
Fadder and de Son and de Holy Ghost.! Den I would souse ‘'em under
de water. I didn't know nobody wuz seein' me, but one mornin' Missis
axed me 'bout it and I thought she mought be mad but she just laughed
and said dat hit mought be good for 'em, ‘'cause she 'spect dey needed
paptizin', but to be keerful, for just on’t'othef side of de rock
wiz a hole dat didn't have no bottom.

"Dere wuz just two things on de.place dat I wuz 'fraid of,
and one wuz de big registered bull dat Marster had paid so much money
for. He sho' wuz bad, and when he got out, us all stayed in de house
'til dey cotched 'im. Marster had a big black stallion dat cost lots

of money. He wuz bad too, but Marster kept 'im shut up most of de
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time. De wust I ever wuz skeert wuz de time I wuz takin' de baby
to ride horseback. When one of de Nigger boys on de place started
off on Marster's horse, my mare started runnin' and I couldn't stop\\
'er. She runned plumb away wid me, and when de boy cotched us, I
wuz holdin' de baby wid one hand and de saddle wid t'other.

"I sho' did have a big time once when us went to.atlanta,
De place whar us stayed wuz 'bout four miles out, whar Kirkwood is
now, and it belonged to lirs. Robert ... Austin. She wuz a widder
' oman. She had a gal name' Mary and us chillun used to play to-
gether. It wuz a pretty place wid great pig yards, and de mostes'
flowers. Us used to go into Atlanta on de six 'clock 'commodation,
and come home on de two 'clock 'commodation, but evvythings changed |
now.

"At de Callaway place us colored folks had obig suppers \
and all day dinners, wid plenty to sat - chicken, turkey, and E
'possum, and all de hogs us wanted. 3But dere warnt nc dancin' or
Tightin', ‘cause old liissis sho' didn't 'low dat.

"I married when I wuz sebenteen. I didn't have no weddin'.
I wuz just married by de preacher to Albert licCommons, at Hutchins.
Us stayed at Steebens 'bout one year after us married and den come to
sthens, whar I stays now. I ain't never had but two chillun; dey
wuz twins, one died, but my boy is wid me now.

| "I used to nuss liss Calline Javis, and she done got married

and left here, but I still hears from 'er. She done married one of
dem northern mens, Mr. Hope. I 'members one time whilst dey wuz
visitin' I stayed wid 'em to nuss deir baby. One of Mr. Hope's

friends from New York wuz wid 'em. When dey got to de train to go



home, Miss Calline kissed rie good-bye and de yankee didn't know

vhat to say. Miss Calline say de yankess 'low dat southerm folks

alr mean té us Niggers and just beat us all de time. Jey just don't

know 'cause my white folkses wuz all good to me, and L loves ‘em all."
As the interviewer left, Aunt Merry followed her into the

yvard asking for a return visit and promising to tell more, "'bout my

good white folkses."
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ED McCREE
Ex-Slave - Age 76.

Ed McCree's home was pointed out by a little
albino Negro girl about 10 years old. The small front yard was
gey with snapdragons, tiger lilies, dahlisas, and other colorful
flowers, and the two-story frame house, painted gray with white

trimmings seemed to be in far better repair than the average

Negro residence.

Chewing on a cud of tobacco, Ed answered the knock
on his front door. "Good evenin' Ledy,™ he said. "Have a cheer
on de porch whar it's cool.™ Ed is about five feet, six inches’
in height, and on this afternoon he was wearing a blue striped shirt,
black vest, gray pants and black shoes. His gray hair was topped
by & sciled gray hat.

Nett, his wife, came hobbling out on the porch and
sat down to listen to the conversation. At first the old man was
reluctant to talk of his childhood experiences, but his interest
was aroused by questioning and soon he began to eagerly volunteer
his memories. He had just had his noon meal and now and then would
doze a little, but was easily aroused when questions called him
back to the subject.

*I was borned in Oconee County,"™ he said, "jus' be-
low Watkinsville. My Ma and Pa was Louisa and Henry McCree, but'
0ld Marster called Pa 'Sherm' for short. Far as I ever heared, my

Ma end Pa was borned and brung up rightldar in Oconee County. Dere
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was six of us chillun: Silas, Lumpkin, Bennie, Lucy, Babe, and
ﬁe. Babe, she was borned a long time atter de war,

"Little Niggers, what was too young to wuk in de
fields, toted water to de field hands and waited on de old 'omans
what was too old to wuk in de craps. Dem old 'omans looked atter
dé babies and piddled 'round de yards.

"Slave quarters was lots of log cabins wid chimlies
of criss-crossed sticks and mud. Pore white folks lived in houses
lak dat too. Our bed was made wid high posties and had cords, what
run evvy which a-way, for springs. 'Course dey had to be wound
tight to keep dem beds from fellin' down when you tried to git in
‘em., For mattresses, de 'omans put'wheat straw in ticks made out .x
of coarse cloth wove right dar on de plentation, and de pillows was
made de same way. glgjg;ss, she let her special favorite Niggers,
what wuﬁ%d up at de big house, have feather mattresses and pillows.
Dem other Niggers shined dey eyes over dat, but dere warn't nothin'
dey could do 'bout it 'cept slip 'round and cut dem feather beds
and pillows open jus' to see de feathers fly. Kivver was 'lowanced
out evvy year to de ones what needed it most. In dat way dere was
allus good kivier for evvybody.

"Grandma Liza b'longed to Marse Calvin Johnson long
'fore Marse John McCree buyed’her. She was cook at de big house.
Grandpa Charlie; he b'longed to Marse Charlie mardin, but atter him

and Grandma married, she still went by de name of McCree.



"Lawdy Miss! Who ever heared of folks payin!
slaves to wuk? Leastwise, I never knowed 'bout none of ‘em on
our place gittin' money for what dey done. 'Course dey give ué\E
plenty of somepin' t'eat and clothes to wear, and den dey made
us keep a-humpin' it. I does 'member seein' dem paper nickels;
dimes, and quarters what us chillun played wid atter de war. Us
used to pretend us was rich wid all dat old money what warn't no
good den.

"*Bout dem eatments, Miss, it was lak dis, dere

warn't no fancy victuals lak us thinks us got to have now, but what

dere was, dere was plenty of. Most times dere was poke sallet, tur-

nip greens, old blue head collards, cabbages, peas, and 'taters by
de wholesale for de slaves to eat and, onct & week, dey rationed

us out wheat bread, syrup, brown sugar, and ginger cakesQ What dey
give chillun de most of was potlicker poured over cornbread crumbs
in a long trough. For fresh meat, outside of killin' a shoat, a
lamb, or a kid now and den, slaves was 'lowed to go huntin' a right
smart and dey fotch in a good many turkles (turtles), 'possums,
vrabbits, and fish. Folks didn't know what iron cookstoves was dem
days. Leastwise, our white folks didn't havg none of 'em. All our
cookin' was done in open fireplaces in big o0ld pots and pans. Dey
had thick gron skillets wid heavy lids on ' em, and dey could bake
and fry too in dem skillets:} De meats, cornbread, biscuits, and

cakes what was cooked in dem old skillets was sho' mighty good.
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"De cotton, flax, and wool what our clotnes was
made out of was growed, spun, wove, and sewed right dar on our

plantation. Marse John had a reg'lar seamster what didn't do

nothin' else but sew. Summertime us_;hillun wore shirts what
looked lak nightgowns. You jus' pulled one of dem slips over your
haid and went on 'cause you was done dressed for de whole week, day
end night, Wintertime our clothes was a heap better. Dey give us
thick jeans pants, heavy shirts, and brogan shoes wid brass toes.,
Summertime us all went bar'foots.

"Oid Marster John McCree was sho' a good white man,

I jus' tells you de truf, 'cause I ain't in for tellin' nothin' else.
I done jus' plum forgot Ole Miss' fust name, and I can't git up de
chilluns' names no way. I didn't play 'round wid 'em much nohow,

Dey was jus' little young chillun den anyhow. Dey lived in a big
Olduigaﬂkwégﬁi? - nothin' fine 'bout it. I 'members de heavy timbers
wes mortised together and de other‘lumber was put on wid pegs; dere
warn't no nails 'bout it. Dat?s all I ricollects 'bout dat dere
house right now. It was jus' a common house, i‘d say.

"Dere was a tﬁousand or more acres in dat old planta-
tion. It sho' was & big piece of land, and it was plumb full of
Wiggers - I couldn't say how many, 'cause 1 done forgot. You could
hea;”datrbugle,devgyg;sqgr blowed to wake up de slaves for miles and

miles. He got 'em up long 'fore sunup and wuked 'em in de fields

long as dey could see how to wuk., Don't talk 'bout dat overseer
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whuppin' Niggers. He beat on 'em for most anything. What would
old :
dey need no jail for wid dat/overseer a-comin' down on 'em wid dat

rawhide bull-whup?

"If dey got any larnin', it ﬁas at night. Dere
warn't no school'ouse or no church on dat plantation for Niggers.)
Slaves had to git a pass when dey wanted to go fo church. Some-
times de white preacher preached to de Niggers, but most of de
time a Nigger wid a good wit done de preachin®'. Dat Nigger, he sho! i
couldn't read nary a wﬁrd out of de 3ible. At de baptizin's was
when de Nigger bbys shined up to de gals. Dey dammed up de crick

to make de water deep endugh to duck 'em under good and, durin' de

service, dey sung: It's de Good 0ld Time Religion.

¥When folks died dén, Niggers for miles and miles
around went to de funeral. Now days dey got to know you mighty well
if dey bothers to go a t'all. Dem days folks was buried in home-
'mgde coffins., Some of dem coffins was painted and lined wid cloth
and some warn't. De onliest song I ricollects 'em singin' at buryin's

was: Am I Born to ley Dis Body'Down? Dey didn't dig graves lak dey

does now. Dey Jjus' dug straight down to 'bout five feet, den dey
cut a vault to fit de coffin in de side of de ‘grave. Dey didn't put
no boards or nothin® over de coffins to keep de dirt off.

"*Bout dem patterollers! Well, you knowed if dey

cciched you out widout no pass, dey was gwine to beat your back most '
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off and send you on home. One night my Pa 'lowed he would go to
see his gal. All right, he went. When he got back, his cabin

door was fastened hard and fast. He was a=-climbin' in de window
when de patteroilers got to him. Dey 'lowed: ‘'Nigger, is you got
a pass?' Pa said: 'No Sir.? Den dey said: 'Us can't beat you
‘cause you done got home on your marster's place, but us is sho'
gwine to tell your Marster to whup your hide off. But 01d Marste;>)

never tetched him for dat.

"Atter dey come in from de fields, dem Niggers et
deir supper, went to deir cabins, sot down and rested a little
while, and den dey drepped down on de beds to sléep. Dey didn't
wuk none Ssddey stter dinner in de fields. Dat was wash day for
slave 'omans. De mens done fust one thing and den another. Dey
cleant up de yards, chopped wood, mended de harness,'sharpened plow
points, and things lak dat, %Egggzwgights, 014 Marster give de
young folks passes so dey could go from one place to another a-dancin'
and a-frolickin' and havin' a big time gen'ally. Dey done most
anything dey wanted to on Sundays, so long as dey behayed defselfs
and had deir passes handy to show if de patterollers hothered 'em.
"Yessum, slaves. sho' looked forward to Christmas
times, Dere was such extra good eatin's dat Qeek and so much of 'em.
0ld Marster had 'em kill a plenty of shoats, lambs, kids, cows, and
turkeys for fresh meat. De 'omans up_at de big house was busy for

a week ahead cookin' peach puffs, 'tater custards, and plenty of
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cakes sweetened wid brown suger and syrup. Dere was plenty of
§g§§:g§g§_g§ggx~for de chilluns' Santa Claus and late apples and
—ﬁeaches had doneAbeen saved and banked in wheat straw to keep 'em
good 'til Christmas. Watermelons was packed away in cottonseed//
and when dey cut 'em open on Christmas Dey, dey et lak fresh melons
in July. Us had a high old time for a week, and den on New Year's
Day dey started back to wuk.

"Come winter, de mens had big CEEEEEEEEEEJS and dere
was quiltin's for de 'omans. Dere was a row of corn to be shucked
as long as from here to Milledge svenue. 014 Marster put a gang
of Niggers at each end of de row and 1t was a hot race 'tween dem
gangs to see which could git to de middle fust. Dere was allus a
big feast waitin' for 'em when de last ear of corn was shucked.

'Bout dem quiltin's!’ Now Lady, what would a old Nigger man know
'bout somepin' dat didn't nothin' but 'omans have nothin' to do wid?

"Dem COtt?E‘EEEEEE:f was grand times. Dey picked
cotton in de moonlight and den had e big feast of barbecued beef,
mutton, and pork washed down wid plenty of good whiskey. Atter.de
feast was over, some of dem Niggers played fiddles and picked banjoes
for de others to dance down 'til dey was wore out.

"When slaves got sick, our whité folks wgs mighty good
'bout havin' 'em keered for. Dey dosed 'em up wid oil and turpentine

and give 'em teas made out of hoarhound for some mis®*ries and bone-set

for other troubles. Most all the slaves wore a sack of assfiddy
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{asafetida) 'round deir necks all de time to keep 'em from gittin'

sick.

*It was a happy day for us slaves when news come
dat de war was over and de white folks had to turn us 'loose. Marster
called his Niggers to come up to de big house yard, but I never
stayed 'round to see what he had to say. I runned ‘'round dat place
s-shoutin' to de top of my voice. My folks stayed on wid 0ld Marster
for 'bout a year or more. If us had left, it would have been jus?®
lek sweppin' places from de fryin' pan to de fire, 'cause Niggers
didn't have no money'to buy no land wid for a long time atter de war,
Schools vwas som séattered *bout by dem Yankees what had done sot us
free. 1 warn't big eénough den to do nothin' much ‘cept tote water
to de field énd chop a little cotton.'

"Me end Nettie rfreeman married a iong time atter
de war. At our weddin' I wore & pair of brown jeens pants, white
shirt, white vest, and a cutaway coat. Nettie wore a black silk
dress what she had done bought from Miss Blanche Rutherford. Pesrs
lak to me it had & overskirt of blue what was scalloped 'round de

bottom."

At this point, Nettie, who had been an intérested
listener, was delighted. She broke into the conversation with:
"Ed, you sho' did teke in dat dress and you ain't forgot it yit.,"

"You is right 'bout dat, Honey,™ he smilingly re-

plied, "I sho' ain't end I never will forgit how you loocked dat day."



"Miss Blanche give me & pair of white silk gloves

to wear wid dat dress," mused Nettie.

"Us didn't have no sho' *nough weddin'," continued
Ed. "Us Jjus' went off to de preacher man's house and got married
up together. I sho' is glad my Neti is still a-livin', even if

is
she/ﬁown wid de rheumatiz.”

"I'm glad I'm livin' toc,”" Nettie said with & chuckle,

Ed ignored the question as to the number of their
children and lettie made no attembt to take further part in the
convarsation., There is a deep seated idea prevalent among old people
of this type that if the "giver'ment folks" learn that they have able-
bodied children, tneir pensions and relief allowances will be dis-
continued.

Soon Ed wes willing to talk again. "Yessum," he
seid. "I sho'_had ruthier be free. I don't never want to be a slave
no more. Now if me and wett wants to, us camn set around and not fix
and eat but one meal &ll day long. If us don't want to do dat, us
can do Jjus' wh-tsomever us pleases. Den, ué had to wuk whether us
laked it or not,

"lLordy Miss, I ain't never jined up wid no church.
I ain't got nc reason why, only I Jus' ain't néver had no urge from
inside of me to jine. 'Course, you know, evvybody ought to lissen
to de services in de church and live right and den dey wouldn't be so
skeered to die. Miss, sin't you through axin' me questions yit? I is

sc sleepy, and I don't know no more to tell you. Goodbye."
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rocy ufourronen | £.¢ -

Age 79.

BY: SARAH H. HALL
ATHENS, GA.

66



LUCY MCCULLOUGH
Ex-slave, Age 79.

"Does Ah 'member 'bout war time, en dem days fo!
de war? Yassum, Ah shd' does. Ah blong ter Marse Ned Carter
in Walton county." .

"Whut Ah 'members mos' is d.&kionliest beatin' Ah
ebber got fum de overseer on Marse Ned's place., 'Debhawgs wuz
dyin! moughty bad wid cholry, en Marse Ned hed 'is mens drag evvy
dead hawg off in de woods 'en bun fem up ter keep de cholry fum

spreadin' mongst de udder hawgs. De mens wuz keerless 'bout de

fire, en fo' long de woods wuz on fire, en de way dat fire spread |

in vdem dry grape vines in de woods mek it ‘peer lak jedgment day
t'e-r;’us chilluns. Us run 'bout de woods lookin' at de mens fight
de fire, en evvy time we see e;*new place eg"blaze we run dis way
en dat way, twel fus' thing us knows, we is plum off Marse Néd’a
plantation, en us doan rightly know whar us is. Us play ‘roun®

in de woods en arter while Marse Ned's overseer cum fine us, en he

druv us back ter.ﬂ de big house yahd en give evvy one uv u§ -t good _

beaten'. Ah sho' wuz black en blue, en Ah nebber did r‘égéit en

run offen Merse Ned's lan' no mo' lessen I hed er’pass."

"Meh memmy, she wuz cook at asx¥ big house, en Ah wuz
. .
raised dex in de kitohen en de back yalid at de big house. 4h wuz
t’te;‘x; be gx: meid fer de ladies in de big house. De house servants

hold that dey is ﬁé;"st.ep better den de field niggers. House ser-

vants wuz nigggéf quality folks." ”
Ah mus' not 49-'{! been mo*' en thee é’é’—ro' yeaf'is ole when

Miss Millie cum out in de kitehen one day, en 'gin t&& scold my

memmy ‘bout de sorry way mammy done eclean de chitlin/s. Ah ain'

67
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nebber heard nobuddy fuss et my mammy befo!, Little ez Ah wuz,
Ah swell np' en _1?ar' back, en I sez té&v Miss Millie, "Doan you no'
Mammy is boss €r dis hyar kitehen. You cyan' oum er fussin' in
hyar." Miss Millie, she jus laff, but Mammy gradb :; switeh en
*gin ticklin' my laigs, but Miss Millie mek her quit it."

"Who wuz Miss Millie? Why, she waz Marse Ned's wife."

"Whilst Marse Ned wuz 'way at de war, baﬁ sojer mens '
cum thoo de country. Miss Millie done hyar tell dey wuz on de way,
en she hed de mens haul all Marse Ned's cotton off in de woods en
hide it. De waggins wuz piled up high wid cotton, en de groun®
wuz soft atter de rain. De waggins leff deep ruts in de groun',
but none us folks on de plantation pay no keed ter dem ruts. When de
sojer mens etm; dey see dem ruts en trail *em right out dar in de
woods ter de cotton. Den dey sot fire ter de cotton en bun it all
up. Dey cum back ter de big house en take all de sweet milk in de
dairy house, en help ‘emselfs ter evvy thing in de smoke houses.

Den dey pick out de stronges' er Marse Ned's slave mens en take 'em
‘way wid 'em. Dey teke evvy good horse Marse Ned had on de planta-
tion. Ho Mateam, dey diden® bun nuffin ceppen'® de cotton.”

"Us wuz mo' skeered er patter-rollers den any thing else.
Patter-rollers diden' bodder folks much, lessen dey caught ‘em offen
dar marsters plantations en dey diden' hab no pass. One night en
durin®' de war, de patter-rollers cum ter our cabin, en I scrooge down
under de kiver in de bed. De patter-roller man tho' de kiver offen
mah face, en he see sk blong dar, en he let me be, but Ah wuz skeered
plumb ter death. Courtin' folks got ketched en beat up by de patter-

rollers mo' den enny buddy else, kazen dey wuz allus slippen' out fer

ter meet one er nudder et night.*



Page 3 69

wihen folks dat lived on diffunt plantations, en
blonged ter aiffunt mersters wanted ter git married, dey hed
ter ax bothli;;sters fus', Den effen dar marsters tgree on
it, dey let *em marry. De mans marster 'ud give de man er pass
so he cud go see his wife et night, but he sho' better be back
on his own marsters farm when de bell ring evvy morning. De chilluns
*ud blong ter de marster dat own de *oman." |

"Black folks wuz heap smarter den dey is now. Dem days
de 'omans knowed how ter cyard, en spin, en weave de cloff, en dey
made de close. De mens know how ter mek shoes ter wear den. Black
folks diden' hev ter go cole er hongry den, kaze dey marsters made
tem wuk en grow good crops, en den der marsters fed *em plenty en tuk
keer uv tem,"

"Black folks wuz better folks den dey is now. ‘Dey knowed
dey hed ter be good er dey got beat. De gals dey diden't sho' dare
laigs lak dey do now, Cloff hed ter be mede den, en hit wuz er heap
mo' trouble ter mek er yahd er cloff, den it is ter buy it now, but
tomaens en gals, dey stayed kivveréd up better den. Why, Ah 'member
one time my meammy seed me cummin®' crost de yahd en she say ;ah dress
too short. She tuk it offen me, en rip out de hem,.en ravel at de
aig' er little, en den fus' thing I knows, she got dat dress tail on
ter de loom, en weave more cloff on hit, twel it long enuf, xak she
want it,."

wLong *bout dat time dey wuz killin* hawgs on de planta-
tion, en it wuz er moughty cole day. Miss Millie, she tell me fer
ter tote dis quart er brandy out dar fer ter warm up de mens dat wuz

er wukkin in de cole win*. tlong de way, Ah keep er sippin' dat
brandy, en time Ah got ter de hawg killin' place Ah wuz crazy drunk
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en tryin* ter singe Dat time 'twon't no overseer beat me. Dem
- slave mens beat me den fo' drinkin' dest likker,"

| "Meh folks stayed on en wukked fo' Marse Ned long &tter
de war. When Ah wuz mos' grown mah fam*ly moved ter lLogansville.
No, Matsm, I ain't nebber been so free en happy es when I diden?
hev ter worry 'bout whear de vittles en close gwine cum fum, en all
Ah had ter do wuz wuk evvy day- lak mah whitefolks tole me,"
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%}‘ Among these few remaining persoms who have lived lomg emough to tell

of some of their experiences during the reiga of "King ‘Slavery" in the
Uhited States is one Mrs. Amanda McDaniel.
As she sat on the porch in the glare of the warm October sun. she pre-
sented a perfect picture of the o0ld Negro Mammy commonly seen during the
days of slavery. She smiled as she expectorated a large amount of thel snuff
she was chewing and began her story in the following manmer: "I was boran in
Watsonville, Georgia in 1850. My mother's name was Matilda Hale and my father
was Gilbert Whitlew. My mother and father beélr belonged to different master's,
but the pla.ntations that they lived on were near each other and so my father
‘was allowed to visit us often. My mother had two other girls who were my half-
sisters. You see-=- my mother was sold to the speculater in Virginia and
‘brought te Georgia where she was sold to Mr. Hale, who was our master until
freedom was declared. When she was sold to the speculator the two girls who
were my Lalf-sisters had to be sold with her b;ca.nso‘ they woré too young te
be separated from their mother. My ‘father. Gilbert Whitlew, was my mother's
sec/ond husband.
| l(r; Hale, our master, was not 1:ich like some of the other planters in
'.{ the community. His plantation was a small one and ho. only had eight servants
who were all women. He wast!d able to hire an overseer and all of the heavy

i
i
'

work such as the plowing was done by his scns. Mrs. Hale did all of her ewn

' cooking and that of the slaves too. In all Mr. Hale had eleven children. I

had to nurse three of them before I was 0ld enough to go to the field to work.®
““—  When asked to tell wbout the kind of work the slaves had to do Mrs. Me-

Daniel said: %Ouwr folks hed to get up at four o'clock every morning ani feed



the stock first. By #he time 1t was light enough to ese they had to be ia
the_ﬁe.lds where they hoed the cotton and the corn as well as the otlie_r crops.
Between ten and eleven o'clock everybody left the field and went to the house
whére they worked until it was too dark te see. My first job was to take
breakfast to those working in the fields. I used buckets for this. Besides
this I had to drive the cows to and from the pasture. The rest of the day
was spent in taking care of Mrs. Hale's young children. After a few years

of this I was sent to the fields where 1 planted peas, corn, etc. I also had
to pick cotton when that time came, but I never had to hoe and do the haavi
work like my mother and sisters did." According to Mrs. McDanlel they were

seldom required te work at night after they had left the fields but when such
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occasions did arise they were usually in the form of spinning thread and weaving "

cloth. During the winter moaths this was the only type of work that they did.
On days when the weather was too bad for work out of deors they shelled the cora
and peas and did other miner types of work mot requiring too much dxpemo.
Nobody had to work on Saturday afternmoons or on Sundays. It was on Saturdays
or at night that the slaves had the chance to do their own work such as the
repairing of clothing, etc.

On the Hale plantation clothing was issued two times each year, ence at
the beginning of summer and again at the beginning of the winter season. On
this first issue all were given striped dresses made of cottem naterial. These
dresses were for wear during the weck while dresses ns;.do of white muslin were
given for Sunday wear. The dye which was necessary in order to coler those
clothes worn during the week was made by boiling red dirt or the bark of trees
in water. Sometimes the ind;go berry was al;o used. Thé winter issue consisted
of dresses made of woolen materisl. The socks and stockings were all knitted.
All of this wearing apparel was made by Mrs. Hale. The shoes that these women

slaves wore were made in the nearby tewn at a place kmown as the tan yafds.
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These shoes were called "Brogans" and they were very crude in constr\u‘:‘tion
having been made of very stiff leather. None of the clothing that was worn
on this plantation was bought as everything necessary for the manufacture
of clothing was available on the premises. |

As has been previcusly stated, Mrs. Hale did all of the céoking on the
plantation with the possible exception of Sundays when the slaves cooked for
themselves. During the week their diet ﬁmn consisted of corn bread, fat
meat, vegetables, milk, and potliquor. The :ﬁ that they ate on Sunday was
practically the same: All the feed that they ate was preduced in the master's
garden and there was a sufficient amount for everyone at all times.

There were two one«rocm)é log cabins in the rear of the master's house.
These cabins were dedicated to slave use. Mrs. McDaniel says: “The floors
were made of heavy wooden planks. At one end of the cabin was the chimmey
which was made out of dried mud, sticks, and dirt. On the side of the cabin
opposite the door there was a window where we got a little air and a little
light. Our beds were made out of the same kind of wood that the floors were
and we called them "Bed-Stilts.® Slats were used for springs while the mat-
tresses were made of large bags stuffed with straw. At night we used tallow
candles for light and sometimes fat pine that we called light-wood. 4s Mrs.
Hale did all of our cooking we had very few pots and pams. In the Winter
months we used to take mud and close the cracks left in the wall where tim
logs did not fit close together.® -

According to Mrs. McDaniel all the serious illnesses were handléd by a
doctor who was called in at such times. At other times Mr. Or Mrs. Hale gave
them either castor oil or salts. Sometimes‘they were given a type of oil
called "lobelia 0il." At the beginmmimg of the spring seasen they drank vae

rious teas made out of the roots that they gathered in the surrounding woods.
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The only one that Mrs. McDgniel remembers is that which was made from sassa-
fras roots. "This was good to clean the system," says Mrs. McDaniel. When-
ever they were sick they did not have to report to the master's house each
day as was the case on some of the other plantations. There were never any
pretended 1llnesses to avoid work as far as Mrs. McDaniel kixows.

On Sunday all of the slaves on the Hale plantation were permitted to dress
in their Sunday clothes and go to the white church in town. During the morning
services they sat in the back of the church where they listened to the white
pastor deliver the sermoh. In the afternoon they listened to a sermon that was
preached by a colored minister. Mrs. McDaniel hashtt the slightest idea of
what these sermons were about. She remembers how marriages were performed,
however, although the only one that she ever witnessed took place on one of
the neighboring plantations. After a broom was placéd on the ground a white
minister read the scriptures and then the couple in the process of being mare
ried jumped over this broom. They were then considered as man and wife.

Whippings were very uncommon the the Hale plantation. Sometimes Mr.

Hale had to resort to this form of punishment for disobedience on' the part

of some of the servants. Mrs. lchaniel says that she m‘mipped many
times but only once with the cowhide. Nearly every time that she was whipbed
a switch was used. She has seen her mother as well as some of the others
punished but they were never beaten ﬁ.nmercifully. Neither she or any of the
other slaves on the Hale plantation ever came in contact with the "Paddie-
Rollers," whem they knew as a group of white men who went around whipping
slaves who were caught away from their respective homes without passes from
their masters. When asked about the buying and the selling of slaves Mrs. Mc-
Daniel said that she had never witnessed an auction at which slaves were being

sold and that the only thing she kmew about this was what she had been told

b



by her mother who had been separated from her husbangl and sold in Georgie.
¥r. Hale never had the occa.sioﬁ to sell any of those slaves that he held.

Mrs. McDaniel remembers nothing of the talk that transpired between
the slaves or her owners at the beginning of the. war. She says: "I was a
little girl, and like the other children then, I didn!$ have as much sense
as the children of todasy who are of the age that I was then. : do remember
that my master moved somewhere near Macon, Gebrgia aftex; Ge;neral Wheeler
marched through. I believe that he did more damage ti:an the Yanke did when
_they came through. When my master moved us along with his family we hed to
g:“‘o:; of the way a great desl because General Wheeler had destroyed all of
the bridges. Besides this he damaged a great deal of the property that he
passed." Continuing, Mrs. McDaniel sald: "I didn't see any of the fighting
but I did hear the firing of the cannons. I also saw any number of Confederate
soldiers pass by our place.® Mr. Hale didaht join the army although his
oldest son did.

At the time that the slaves were freed it meant nothing in particular
to Mrs. McDaniel, who says that she was too young to pay much attention to
what was happening. She never saw her father after they moved away from Wat-
sonville. At any rate she and her mother remained in the service of Mr. Hale
for a number of years after the war. In the course of this time Mr. Hale grew
to be a wealthy man. He continued to he good to those servants who remained
with hime. After she was a srown woman Mrs. McDaniel ieft Mr. Hale as she was
then married.

Mrs. McDaniel says that she has rea.ched‘ such an old age because she has
always taken care of herself, which is more than the young people of today are

doing, she added as an after thought.



Dist. 7. ' Ex. Slave #74,

: "IOM MoGruder®
be Ex=Slave

District 7.

By Elizabeth Watson, Hawkiasville, Georgia.

S

Tom McGruder, one of the oldest living ex-slaves in Pulaski County, was
sitting on the porch of his son's home when we went in to see him,

His grizzled old head began to nod a "Good morning" and his brown f ace be-
came vwreathed in smiles when he saw us,

He looked very small as he sat in a low straight chair by the door.

His shirt and overalls were ragged but spotlesslly clean, On his feet were
heavy shoes that were kept free from dirt., His complexion was not black

as same of the other members of his race but was a light btrown., There were
very few wrinkles in his face considering the fact that he was one hundred
and two years o0ld in June., He spoke in a quiet voice though scmewhat
falteringly as he suffers greatly fraa ast'mae

"Were you born in this county, Uncle Tom?" we asked.

"No mam, Missus,” he replied. "Me and my mother and sister wuz dbrought fram
Virginia to this state by the speculators and sold here. I was only about
eighteen or twenty and I was sold for $1250., My mother was given to one of
014 Marster's married chillun.‘

"You see, Missus," he sroke again after a loné pause. "We wuz put on the
block just like cattle and sold to ome man today and another tamorrow., I
wuz 80ld three times after caming to this.staté."

Tan could tell us very little about his life on the large plantations be-
cause his feeble o0ld mind would only be clear at intervals. He would begin
relating some incident but would suddenly break off with, "I'd better leave

that alone 'cause I done forgot." He remembered, howsver, that he trained

-
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dogs for his "whie folks,"™ trained them to be good hunters as that was one of
the favoxfite ~sports of the daye.
The last man to wham Tom was s80ld was Mr., Jim McGruder, of Emanuel County.
He was living in a arall cabin belonging to Mr. McGruder, when he married,.
*] *mambers®, said Tom, "That Old Marster and Missus fixed up a lunch and
they and their chillun brought it to my cabin. Then they said, °*Nigger,
jump the broom' and we wuz married, 'cause you see we didn'f know nothing
*bout no cer‘’mony,.¥
It was with Mr. McGruder that Tam entered the army, working for him as his
valet.
"I wuz in the army for *bout four years, "Tam said. ™I fought in the battles
at Petersburg, Virginia and Chattanooga, Tennesses., I looked after 0ld Mar-
ster’s shoes and clothes, 0ld Marster, what he done he done well. ‘ He wes
kind to me and I guess better to me sametimes than I deserved but I i:ad to do
what he told me,"
"Do you remember any of the old songs you used to sing?® we asked. "Missus,
I can't sing no mo',"he replied. But pausing for a few minutes he raised his
head and sang in a quiet voice, the words and melody perfectly clear;

*Why dc you wait, dear brother,

Oh, why do you tarry so long?

Your Saviour is waiting to give you
A plece in His sanctified throng."
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PIANTATION LIFE

SUSAN McINTOSH
Bx-Slave - Age 87

A driving rain sent the interviewer scurrying into
the house of Susan McIntosh who lives with her son, Dr. Andrew Jones,
at the corner of Hancock Avenue and 3illups Street.

Susan readily gave her story: "They tell me 1 was
vorn in November 1851," she said, "and I know I've been here a long
time 'cause I've seen so many come and go. I've outlived ‘most all
of my folks 'cept my sonm that I live with now. Honey, I've ‘'most
forgot -about slavery days. I don't read, and anyway there ain't no
need to think of them times now. I was born in Oconee County on Judge
William Stroud's plantation. Ve called him yggse Billy. ithat was a
long time before Athens was the county seat. Ma's name was_ﬁary Jen,
and Pa was Christopher Harris. They called him Chrisg for short.
Marster Young L. G. Harris bought him froﬁ Marstsr Hudéon of Elbert
County and turned him ovar\to his ﬁiece, Hiﬁg;zgig_ggrris, when she
married Marster Rovert Taylor. Marse Robert was a son of General
Taylor what lived in the Grady house before it belonged to lir. Henry
Grady's mother. Pa was coachman and house boy for Miss Lula.

"Marse Billy owned Ma, and Marse Robsrt owned Pa, and
Pa, he come to see kia about once of twice a month. The Taylor‘s,they
done a heap of travellin' and always took my Pa with 'em. Oh! there
w7as thirtsen of us chillun, seven died soon after they was born, and
nong of 'em livad to git grown 'cept me. Their names was Nanette and
i3lla, what was next to nej -Susan - thats me; Isabelle, Martha, Mary,

Jiana, Lila, William, Gus, and the twins what was born dead; and Harde

He was named for a Dr. Harden what lived hére then.

n.



2. 80

"Marse Billy bought my gran'ma in Virginia. She was
part Injun. 1 can see her long, straight, black hair now, and when
she died she didn't have gray hair like mine. They say Injuns don't
turn gray like other folks. Gran'ma made cloth for the white folks /’
and siaves on the plantation. I used to hand her thread while éhe
was weavin'. The lady what taught Gran'ma to weave cloth, was Mist'ess
Towel, and she was a foreigner, ‘'cause she warn't vorn in Georgia.
she had two sons what run the factory between Vatkinsville and Athens. /
Ly aunt, Mila Jaékson, nade all the thread what they done the weavin'
with. Gran'pa workea for a widow lady what was a simster (seamstress)
and she just had a little plantation. She was Mist'ess Doolittle.
~1i Gran'pa done was cut wood, 'tend the yard and gyarden. He had
rneumatism and couldn't do much. |

"There ain't much to tell about what we dons in‘the
slave quarters, 'cause when we got big enough, we had to work: nusgin'
the bahies, totin' water, and helpin' Gran'ma with the weavin', and
such like. JPeds was driv to the walls of the cabin; fobt and head- |
»oard put together with rails, what run from head to foot. Planks
as laid crossways and straw put on them and the beds was kivvered

#ith the whitest sheets you ever seen. Some made pallets on the floor.

"No, Matam, I didn't make no money 'til after freedon.
I heard tell of ten and fifteen cents, but I didn't know nothing 'bout
no figgars. I didn't kxnow a nickel from a dime them days.

"Yes, Ma'am, Marse Billy 'lowed his slaves to have
talir own gyardens, and 'sidex plenty of good gyarden sass, we had
»ilk and butter, bread and meat, chickens, greens, peas, and just

:vaerything that growed on the farm. Winter and summer, all the food



was cooked in a great big fireplace, about four feet wide, and you
could put on a whole stick of cord wood at a time. When they
ranted plenty of hot ashes to bake with, thsy burnt wood from ash
trees. Sweet potatoas and bread was baked in the ashes. Seens like
vittuls don't taste as good as they used to, when wse Qooked like
that. ‘Possums, Oh! I dearly love 'possums. My cousins uszd to
;atch ‘em and when they was fixed ub and cooked with sweet potatoes,
' possum meat was f%t for a king. Marse 8illy had a son named Mark, \
what was a little bitty man. They said he was a dwarf. He nevar
done nothing but play with the children on the plantation. -Hs would
take the children down to the crick what run through the plantation
a1d fish all day. We had rabbits, but they was most generally
caugnt in a vox trap, so there warn't no time wasted a—huntiﬁ‘ for
'em. '

"In surmer, the slave women wore white homespun and the
men wore pants and shirts made out of cloth what looked like overall
cloth does now. In winter, We-wore the same things, 'cept Marse
5311ly give the men woolen coats what come down to their knees, and
tha women wore warm wraps what they called sacks. On Sunday ﬁe had
iressas dyed different colors. The dyes were made from red clay
znd barks. Bark from pines, swegetgums, and bléékjacks was boiled,

2nd each one made a different color dye. The cloth made at home was

coarse and was called ‘gusta cloth. Marse Billy let the slaves
~aisa chickens, and cows, and have cotton patches too. They would
5211 butter, eggs, chickens, brooms, made out of wheat straw and such

ike. The money and bought calico, muslin and good shoes,

sants, coats and other nice things for their Sunday clothes. Marse

-illy oought leathsr from Marster Brumby's tanyard and had shoes made

81



for us. They was coarse and rough, but they lasted a long time. .

"My Marster was father-in-law of Dr. Jones Long.
Marse Billy's wife, Miss Rena, died long before I was born. Their
six children was all grown when I first knowed ‘em. The gals was:
Miss Rena, Miss Selena, Miss Liza, and Miss Susan. Miss Susan was
Dr. Long's wife. I was naméd for her. ' There was two boysj Marse
Jogn and Marse Mark. I done told you 'bout Marse Mark bein' a dwarf.
They lived in a big old eight room house, on a high hill in sight of
Mars Hill Baptist Church. (garse Billy was a great deacon in that
church. Yes, Ma'am, he sho* was good to his Negross. I heard 'em
say that after he had done bought his slaves by working in a black-
smith shop, and wearin' cheap clothes, like mulberry suspenders, he
varn' t goin‘ to slash his Negroes up; Thé older folks admirea,
Mist'ess and spoke well of her. Théy éaid she had lots more property
than Marse Billy. ©She said she wanted Marse Billy to see that her
slaves was give to her children. I ' spose there was abbut a hundred
acres on that plantation and Marse Billy owned more property vesides.
There was about fifty grown folks and as to the children, I Jjust don't
tnow how many there was. Around the quarters looked like a little
town,

"Marse Billy héd a ovarseer up to the time War broke

out, then he picked out a reliable colored man to carry out his

—

~orders. Sometimes ihe overseer got rough, then lMarse Billy let him
30 and got another one. The overseér‘got us up about four or five
o'clock in the morning, and dark brought’us in at night.

"Jailst Yes, Matam, I ricollect one was in Watkins-

ville. No, Ma'am, I never saw nobody auctioned off, but I heard



about it. Men used to come through an buy up slaves for foreign
states where there warn't so many.

"Well, I didn't have no privilege to learn to read
and write, but the white lady what taught my gran'ma to weave, had
tyo sons what run the factory, and they taught my uncles to read
and write.

‘"There warn't no church on the plantation, so we went
to Mars Hill Church. The white folks went in the mornings from nine
'til twelve and the slaves went in the evenings from three 'till about
five. The white folks went in the front door and slaves used the
‘back door. lev. Bedford Lankford, what preached to the white folks
helped a Negro, named Cy Stroud, to preach to the Negroes. Oh' Yes,
la'am, I well remembers them baptizings. I belisve in church and
baptizing.

"They buriaed the slaves on the plantation, in coffins
made out of pine voards. Didn't put them in two boxes lak dey doss
nowe and dey warn't painted needsr.

"Did you say patterollers? Sho' I seen 'em, but they
didn't come on our plantation, 'cause larse Billy was good. to his
Negroes and when they'wanfed a pass, if it was for a good reason, he
sive 'em one. Didn't none of Marse Billy's slaves run off to no
North. When Marse Billy had need to send news somewhers, he put
o reliable Negro on a mule and sent him. I shb' didn't hear about
no trouble twixt white folks and Negroes.

"I tell you, Honey, when the days work was over them
slaves went to bed, 'cep' when the moon was out and they worked in

their own cotton patches. On dark nights, the women mended and



quilted sometimes. Not many worked in tns fields on Saturday
evenin's. They caught up on little jobs aroun' the lot; a mending.)
harness and such like. On Saturday nights the young folks got
together and had little frolics and feasts, but the older folks
was gettin' things ready for Sunday, 'cause Marse S5illy. was a mighty
religious man: we had to go to church; and every lasf one of the
children was dragged along too.
"We always had one week for Christmas. They brought

ue as much of good things to eat as we could destiroy in one week, but

e

on New Year's Day we went back to work. No, Ma'am, as I ricollect,

wa didn't have no corn shuckings or cotton pickings only what we had

()

to do as part of our regular work.

"The white folks mostly got married on Wednesday or
Thursday evenin's. Oh! they had fine times, with everytaing good to
eat, and lots of dancing too. Then they took a trip. Some went to
fexas and some to Chicago. They call Chicago, the colored folks'
Xlew York now. I don't remember no weddings 'mongst the slaves. ’my
cousin married on another plantation, but I warn't there.

"Where I was, there warn't no playing done, only
'mongst the little chillum, and I can't remember much that far back.

I recall that we sung a little song, abouts

tLittle drops of water
Little grains of sand,
Make the mighty ocean
And the pleasant land.®
"Oh! Yes, Ma'am, Marse Billy was good to his slaves,
wnhen they got sick. He called in Dr. Jones Long, Dr. Harden, and Dr.

Lumpkin when they was real sick. There was lots of typhoid fever
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then. I don't know nothing about no herbs, fhey used for diseases; -
only bonsset and hoarhound tea for colds and croup. fﬂmzﬁmt penrile
(pennyroyal) in the house to keep 6ut flies and fleas, and if there
was a flea in fhe house he would shoo from that place right then and
therse.

"The old folks put little bags of assfiddy (assafoetida)
around their chillun's necks to keep off measles and chickenpok, and
they used turpentine and castor oil on chillun's gums to meke 'em
teethe easy. When Ilwas living on Milledge Avenue, I had Dr. Crawfor&
. Long to see about one of my babies, and he slit that baby's gums
so the teeth could come through. That looked might bad to me, but
they don't believe in old ways no mors."

She laughed and said: "No, Ma‘am, I don't know nothing
abodt such low down things as hants and ghosts! Rawhead and Blooéy
3ones, 1 just thought he was a qgglgzgin, with no meat on him. Course
lots of Negroes believe in ghosts and hants. Us chillun done lots of
flightin' like chillun will do. I rememﬁer‘how little Marse Mark
Stroud used to take all the little boys on the plantation and téach
'‘em to play Dixie on reeds what they called quills. That was good

/
music, but the radio has done away with all that now.

"I knowed I was a slave and that it was the War that
sot me free. It was 'bout dinner time whgn Marse B8illy come to the
door and called us to the’houée. He pulled out a paper and read iﬁ
to us, and then he said: 'You all are free, as I am.' We couldn't
help thinking about what a good marster he always had been, and how
0ld, and feeble, and gray headed he looked as he kept on a-talkin'

that day. 'You all can stay on herq with me if you want to,' he



'lowed, *but if you do, I will have to pay you wages for your WO{k."
"I never saw no Yankees in Athens, but I was in.Atlanta
at Mrs. Winship's on Peachtree Street, when General Sherman come to
that town 'parin' his men for .to go home. There was about two
thousand in all, white and black. They marched up and down Marietta
Street from three o'clock in the evening 'til seven o*clock next
morning. Then they left. I remember well that there warn't a houss
left standing in Atlanta, what warn't riddled with shell holes. I
vas scared pretty nigh to death and I never want to leave home at no
time like that again. But Pa saw 'em soon after that in Athens. They .
wos a marching down Broad Street on their way to Macon, and Pa said

it looked like a blue cloud going through.
"Ma and me stayed on with Marse Billy *bout six months

after the War ended before we coms to town to live with Pa. We lived
right back of Rock College and Ma took in washin' for the folks what
vent to school there. No, Ma'am I never saw no Ku Kluxefs. Me and
lla didn't leave home at night and the white folks wouldn't let 'em
git Pa.

"M jor Knox brought three or. four teachers to teach in
a school for Negroes that was started up here the first year after
the War. Major Knox, he was left like a sort of Justice of Peace to
set things to going smooth after the War, I wehf to school there
about three months, then Ma took sick, and I didn't go no more. My
white teacher was Miss Sarah, and she was from Chicago..

"Now and then the Negroeé-bought a little land, and

wvhite folks gave little places to some Nggroes what had been good

slaves for 'em.

"I didn't take in .about Mr. Abraham Lincoln. A long



time after the War, I heard 'em say he got killed. I knowed Mr.
Jeff. Davig was fresident of the Confederacy. As for Booker Washing-
ton, I never saw him, but I heard his son when he was here oﬂce and
gave a musical of some sort at the Congregational Church.:

. "I was a old gal when I married 'bout thirty or \b
forty years after the War. I married George Mcintosh, Wedding ¢lothegt™
she chuckled, and said: "I didn't have many. I bought ;;; second hand
from Mrs. Ed. 3ond. They was niee though. The dress I married. in was
red silk. We had a little cake and winei no big:to do, just a little
fambly affair. Of our four chillun,. two died young, and two lived
to git grown. &My daughter was a schoolAteacher and she has been dead
sometime. I stays wid my only living child. My husban' died a long
time ago. |

"I cooked and washed for Mr. Prince llodgson for thirty
years. Miss Mary Franklin used to tell me 'bout all'them étranée
places she had been to while she was paintin'. There never was no-
oody in this town could paint prettier pictures than Miés ary's.

*I'm glad slavery is over. I'm too old to really work
anymore, but I'm like a fish going down the crick and if he sees a
bug he will catch him if he can.

"I joined the church *cause I beligve in the Son of
God. I know he is a forgiving God, and will gi;a me a place to rest
after I am gone from the earth. REverybody ought to ‘pare for the
promised land, where they can live always after they are done with
this world."

After the interview, she said: "Honey, this is the

most I have talked about slavery days in twelve ysars; and 1 believe

what I told you is right. Of course, lots has faded from my mind

about it now."

oo 0o
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MATILDA McKINNEY

&
®
»
Matilda McKinney was born in Texas but was breught to /éouthuest
Georgla, near Albany, at an early age. Her mother, Amy Dean,
°T, ARY Dedn,

had eight children of which Aunt Matilde is the eldest.

" The plantation on which they lived was owned by Mr. Milton Ball, and

it varied little in size or arrangement from the avei*age ane of

that time. Here was found the usual two-story white house finished

with high columns and surrounded by trees,

Most of the Negro mothers did field work, so it was necessary
for others to care for the children. Mr. Ball handled this
problem in the ususl way. He esteblished what would today be
called a day nursery. paeh mother brougﬂt her offspring to the
home of an elderly woman before leaving for her day's work.
Here, they were safely kept until their parents returnoci.

The midday meal for everyone was prepared at the Big House and

the slaves were served from huge tubs of vegetables and pots of

meat. "Aunt" Julia was responsible for th.e' children's noon meal.

when "Aunt™ Matilda was old enough to do & little work, she was
moved into the house where she swept floors, waited om the tgyl;,
and fanned flies while & meal was being served. The adult females
who lived in the house did most of the weaving and sewing. &ll

the summer, garments were made and put away £ or winter use. Two
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dresses of osnaburg were then given each person.

7

;/ The field hands, alweys considered an inferior group by the house
servants, worked from sun“up to sun_down. When they returned from

the fields they prepared supper for their families and many times

had to feed the children in the dark, for a curfew horn was blown
end no lights could be lighted after its warning note had sounded.

There was very little visiting to/ or from the group which dwelt

\

{
@e, &s the curfew hour wes early.

Saturday varied a little from the other week days. The field work

was suspended in the aftermoon to allow the mothers time to wash

their clothing. Wwith sunset came the preparations for the leeklx
froliec. A fiddler furnished music while the dancers denced numer-

ous square dances until a late hour.

Hdne remedies for illness were used much more extensively tham any
doctor's medicine. Teas, compounded from sage, boneset, tansy, and

mullen, usually sufficed for any minor sicknqss, and serious illness

was rare.

Food was distributed on Sunday morning. Two-and-a-half pounds of
meat, a quantity of syrup, and a peck of m=al were given each adult

for the week. A speclal ration for Sunday alone was potatoes,

buttermilk, and material for biscuits. Esch family had its owr garden



30

from which & supply of vegetables could always be obtained in
season. The smaller children had additional delicacies, for

they early learned that the house where produce was kept had holes
in the floor which yielded peanuts, ete, when punched with a

stick.

rAunt" Metilda was unable to give any 1nformaticn‘regarding the
war, but rana;bers that her family remained at her former
owner's plnnt;tion for some time after they were freed. She

now lives with her granddaughter who takes exceilent care of her.

Her long life is attributed to her habit of going to bed early

and otherwise‘caring for herself properly.

McKinney, Matilda, 100 Bmpire Avenus,
Macon, Georgila.
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WILLIAM McWHORTER
Ex-Slave - Age 78.

The rambling, one-story freme building where
Williem McWhorter makes his home with his cousin, Sarah Craddock,
houses several families and is proudly referred to by the
neighbors as "de 'partment house." |

William, better known as "Shug,"™ is a very
black man of medium build. He wore a black slouch hat pulled
well down over tengled gray heir, a dingy blue shirt, soiled
gray pants, and blaeck shoes. The smile faded from his face
when he learned the nature of the visit. "I thought you was de
pension lady *comin' to fetch me some money,™ he said, "and
'stid of dat you wants to know *bout slavery days. I'se dis-
epptinted.

"Mistess, it's beenr a long time since I was

born on Marse Joe McWhorter's plantation down in Greene County

and I was jus' a 1it£ie fellow when slavery was done over wid.
+ Allen and Martha McWhorter was my ma and pa.! Pa, he was de
carriage driver, and ma, she was a field hand. Dey brought
her here from Oingebug (Orangeburg), South Carolina, and sold
her to Marse Joe when she was jus' a little.gal. Me and &nnie,
Elle, Jim, and Tom was all de chillun in our fambly, and none
of us warn't big enough to do no wuk to speak of *fore de end
of de big war. You see, Mistess, it was lak dis; Marse Joe,

he owned a o0ld *oman what didn't do nothin®' *cept stay at de
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housevand look atter us chillun, and dat was one of dem planta-
tions whar dere was sho & heap of slave chillun.

"tBout our houses? Mistess, I'se gwine to tell
you de trufe, dem houses slaves had to live in, dey warn't much,
but us didn't know no better den. Dey was jus' one-room log
cabins wid stick and dirt chimblies. De beds for slaves was .
home-made and was held together wid cords wove evvy which away.
If you didn't tighten dem cords up pretty offen your bed was
apt to fall down wid you. Suggln sacks was sewed together to

pat :

make our mettress ticks end dem ticks was filled wid straw.

N e e Vi s e S

Now, don't tell me you ain't heared of suggin sacks a-fore!
Dem was coarse sacks sort of lak de guano sacks us uses now.
Dey crowded jus' ss many Niggers into each cabin as could sleep
in one room, end marriage never meant a thing in dem days when
dey was *'rangin' sleepin' guarters for slaves. Why, I knowed a
man what had two wives livin' in de same cabin; one of dem
'‘omans had all boys and t'other one didn't heve nothin' but
gals. It's nigh de same way now, but dey don't live in de same
house if a man's got two famblies.

"I *members dat my pa's ms, Grandma Cindy, was
a field hand, but by de time I was old 'nough to take things in
she was too old for dat sort of wuk and Marster let her do odd
jobs *round de big house. De most I seed her doint® was settint*
*round smokin* her old corncob pipe. I was named for Grandpa

Billy, but I never seed him.
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"Mistess, does you know what you'se axin'?
Whar was slaves to git money whilst dey was still slaves? Dere
warn't but a few of 'em dat knowed what money even looked 1ék
'til atter dey was made free.

*Now, you is talkin' t*bout somepin sho f'nough
when you starts 'bout dem victuals. Marse Joe, he give us
plenty of sich as collards, turnips and greens, peas, 'taters,
meat, and cornbread. Lots of de cornbread was baked in pones
on spiders, but ashcakes was a mighty go in dem days. Marster
raised lots of cane so as to have plenty of good syrup. My pa

used to *possum hunt lots and he was *lowed to keep a good

'possum hound to trail 'em wid. Rabbits and squirrels was
plentiful and dey made mighty good eatin®. You ain't never

seed sich heaps of fish as slaves used to fetch back atter a

little time spent fishin' in de cricks and de river.

"De kitchen was sot off from de big house a
little piece, but 0ld Marster had & roof built over de walkway
so fallin* weather wouldn®t spile de victuals whilst dey was
bein' toted from de kitchen in de yard to de dinin' room in de
big house. I don't reckon you ever seed as big a fireplace as
de one dey cooked on in dat o0ld kitchen. It had plenty of

room for enough pots, skillets, spiders, and ovens to cook for

all de folks on dat plantation. No, mam, slaves never had no

gardens of deir own; dey never had no time of deir own to wuk

94



4. 95

no garden, but 0ld Marster fed ‘'em from his garden and dat was

big enough to raise plenty for all.
"De one little cotton shirt dat was all chillun

wore in summertime den warn't worth talkin' *bout; dey called

it a shirt but it looked more lak a long=-tailed nightgown to me.

ﬁgf;gigggr,.our clothes was made of wool cloth and dey was nice
and warm. Mistess, slaves never knowed what Sunday clothes
was, *cept dey did know dey had to be clean on Sundey. No matter
how dirty you went in de week-a-days, you had to put on clean
clothes Sunday momin®'. Uncle John Crasddock made shoes for all
de grown folks on our plantation, but ggiiéyn went barfoots and
;;w;;;;;”;;emed to make 'em sick; for a fact, I b'lieves dey
was stouter den dan dey is now.

"Marse Joe McWhorter and his wife, Miss kmily
Key, owmed us, and dey was Jjus' as good to us as dey'éould be.
Mistess, you knows white folks had to make slaves what b'longed
to 'em mind and be-have deyselfs in dem days or else dere woulda
been a heap of trouble. De big fine house what Marse Joe and
his fembly lived in sot in a cedar grove and Woodville wes de
town nighest de place. Oh! Yes, mam, dey had a overseer all
right, but I'se done forgot his name, and somehow I can't git
up de names of Marse Joe's chillun. I'se been sick so long
my menm'ry ain't as good as it used to be, and since I lost my -

0ld *oman 'bout 2 months ago, I don't 'spect I ever kin recko-

member much no more. It seems lak I'se done told you my pa was
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Marse Joets carriage driver. He driv de fambly whar-some-ever
dey wanted to go. |

"I ain't got no idee how many acres was in dat
great big old plantation, but I'se heared 'em say Marse Joe had
to keep from 30 to 40 slaves, not countin' chillun, to wuk dat
part of it dat was cleared land. Dey told me, atﬁer I was old
enough to take it in, dat de overseer sho did drive dem slaves;
dey had to be up and in de field 'fgzg_ggnup and he wuked 'em
'til slap, black dark. When dey got back to de big house, 'fore

—
dey et supper, de overseer got out his big bull whip and beat de
ones dat hadn't done to suit him durin' de day. He made 'em
strip off deir clothes down to de waist, and evvywhar dat old
bull whip struck it split de skin. Dat was awful, awful!.Some-
times slaves dat had been beat and butchered up so bad by dat
overseer man would run away, and next day Aunt Suke would be sho
to go down to de spring to wash so she could leave some old
clothes dar for 'em to git at night. I*'se tellin' you, slaves
sho did fare common in dem days.

"My Aunt Mary b'longed to Marse John Graddodk)
and when his wife died and left a little baby - dat was little
Miss Lucy - Aunt Mary was nussin’ a'new bab& of her own, 8o
Merse John made her let his baby.suck too. If Aunt Mary was
feedin' her own baby and Miss Lucy started cryin' Marse John

would snatch her baby up by the legé and spank him, and tell
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Aunt Mary to go on and nuss his baby fust. Aunt Mary couldn't

answer him a word, but my ma seid she offen seed Aunt Mary cry

'til de tears met under her chin.

"I ain't never heared nothin' 'bout no jails

in slavery time. What dey done den was 'most beat de life

out of de Niggers to make 'em be-have. Ma was brung to
(1Bairdstown and sold on de block to Marse Joe long *fore I was

borned, but I ain't never seed no slaves sold. Lordy, Mistess,

ain't nobody never told you it was agin de law to larn a Nigger

to read and write in slavery time?  White folks would chop \

your hands of f for dat quicker dan dey would for 'most anything

else. Dat's jus' a sayin', fchop your hands off.' Why, Mis-

tess, = Niggqr widout no hands wouldn't be able to wuk much,

‘and his owner couldn't sell him for nigh as much as he could

git for a slave wid good hands. Dey jus' beat 'em up bad when

dey cotched *em studyin' readin' and writin', but folks did tell

'bout some of de owners dat cut off one finger evvy time dey

coteh a slave tryin' to git larnin'. How-some-ever, dere was

some Niggers dat wanted larnin' so bad dey would slip out at

night and meet in a deep gully whar dey would study by de

light of light'ood torches; but one thing Qho, dey better not

let no white folks find out fbout it, and if dey was lucky

*nough to be able to keep it up *'til dey larned to read de

Bible, dey kept it a close secret..
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"Slaves warn't *lowed to have no churches of
dey own and dey had to go to church wid de white folks, Dere

warn't no room for chillun in de Baptist church at Bairdstown

whar Marse Joe tuk his grown-up slaves to meetin', so I never
did git to go to none, but he used to take my ma along, but
she was baptized by a white preacher when she jined up wid dat
church. De crick was nigh de ghurch and dat was whar dey
- done de baptizin'.

®None of our Niggers never knowed enough 'bout
de North to run off up déar. Lek I done told you, some of ‘em
did run off atter a bad beatin', but dey jus' went to de woods.
Some of 'em come right on back, but some didn't; Us never knowed
whar dem what didn't come back went. Show me a slavery-time
Nigger dat ain't heared 'bout paterollers! Mistess, I *clar
to goodness, paterollers was de devil's own hosses. If dey

cotched a Nigger out and his Marster hedn't fixed him up wid a
pass, it was Jjus' too bad; ggzhggifmgglg*gigr You couldn't
even go to de Lord's house on Sunday 'less you had a ticket sayin':
*Dis Nigger'is dé propity of Marse Joe MeWhorter. Let him go.'
"Dere warn't never no let-ﬁp when it come to wuk.
When slaves come in from de fields atter sundown and tended de
stock and et supper, de mens still had to shuck corn, mend hoss‘7
collars, cut wood, and sich lak; de.'omans mended clothes, spun

thread, wove cloth, and some of 'em had to go up to de big house
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and nuss de white folks' babies. One night my ms had been

nussin® one of dem white babies, and atter it dozed off to

sleep she went to lay it in its little bed. De child's foot

cotch itself in Marse Joe's galluses dat he had done hung on

de foot of de bed, and when he heared his baby cry Marse Joe )

woke up and grabbed up a stick of wood and beat ma over de

head 'til he 'most kilt her. Ma never did seem right atter

dat and when she died she still had a big o0ld knot on her head.
"Dey said on some plantations slaves was let

off from wuk when de dinner bell rung on Saddays, but not on

our'n;' dere warn't never no let-up 'til sundown on Sadday night;\\

atter dey had tended to de stock and et supper. On Sundays dey

was 'lowed to visit 'round a little atter dey had 'tended church,

but dey still had to be keerful to have a pass wid 'em. Marse

Joe let his slaves have one day for holiday at “hristmas and he

give 'em plenty of extra good somepin t'eat and drink on dat
special day. New Year's Day was de hardest day of de whole year,
for de overseer jus' tried hisself to see how hard he could drive
de Niggers dat day, and when de wuk was all done de day ended
off wid a big pot of cornfield peas and hog jowl to eat for luck.

———

Dat was s'posed to be a sign of plenty too.
_2 526 pLE- vy 2

"Cornshuckin's was a mighty go dem days, and
folks from miles and miles around was axed. When de wuk was
done dey had a big time estin', drinkin', wrestlin', dancin?',

and all sorts of frolickin'. Even wid all dat liquor flowin'
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so free at cornshuckin's I never heared of nobody gittin' mad,
and Marse Joe never said a cross word at his cornshuckin's.. He
allus picked bright moonshiny nights for dem big cotton pickin's,
and dere warn't nothin' short 'bout de big eats dat was waitin®
for dem Niggers when de cotton was all picked out. De young
folks danced and cut up evvy chanct dey got and called deyselfs
havin' a big time.

"Games? Well, 'bout de biggest things us
played when I was a chap was baseball, softball, and marbles.
Us made our own marbles out of clay and baked 'em in de sun, and
our baseballs and softballs was made out of ragé. |

"Does I know anything *bout ghosties? Yes,
mam, I sees ha'nts snd ghosties any time. Jus' t'other night I

seed@ a man widout no head, and de old witches 'most nigh rides

\ me to death. One of ‘'em got holt of me night 'fore last and

'most choked me to death; she was in de form of a black cat.
Mistess, some folks say dat to see things lak dat is a sign your
blood is out of order. Now, me, I don't know what makes me see
. ﬂ

"Marse Joe tuk mighty good.keer of sick slaves.
He allus called in a doctor for 'em, and kept plenty of castor
ile, turpentine, and de lak on hend to dose 'em wid. Miss Emily
made teas out of .a heap of sorts of leaves, barks, and‘roots,
sich es butterfly rnot, pine tops, mullein, catnip and mint

leaves, feverfew grass, red oak bark, slippery ellum bark, and
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black gum chips. Most evvybody had to wear little sacks of
papaw seeds or of assyfizzy (asafetida) 'round deir necks to
kéep of I’ diseases.

"Dey used to say dat a free Nigger from de
North come through de South end seed how de white folks was
treatin' his race, den he went back up der and told folks
'bout it and axed 'em to holp do somepin® 'bout it. Dat's what
I heared tell was ae way de big war got started det ended in
settin' slaves free. My folks sald dat when de Yankee sojers
come thr-ugh, Miss «mily was c¢ryin' and takin' on to beat de
band. She had all her silver in her apron and didn't know whar
to hide it, so atter awhile sihe handed it to her cook and told
her to hide it. De cook put it in de woodpile. De Yankee
mens broke in de smokehouse, brought ocut meet and lsrd, kilt \
chickens, driv off cows and iaosses, but dey never found Miss ;
‘mily's silver. It was a long time 'fore our fambly left Marse
Joe's plece.

"Marse Joe never did tell his Niggers dey was
free. One day one of dem Yankee sojers rid througn de fields
whar dey waes wukin' anc ne axed 'em if dey didn't know dey was
as free &s deir Marster. Dat Yaenkee kept on telkin® and told
'‘em dey ¢idn't have to stay on wid Marse Joe 'less dey wented
*o, end dey didn't have to do nothin' nobody told 'em to if dey
didn't want to dc it. He said dey was deir own bosses snd was

to do &s dey pleased from de time of de surrender.
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"Schools was sot up for slaves not long atter
dey was sot free, and a few of de o0ld Marsters give deir
Niggers a little land, but not many of 'em done dat. Jus' as
de Niggers wes branchin' out and startin' to live lak free
folks, dem nightriders come 'long beatin', cuttin‘; and slashin'
'em up, but I 'spects some of dem Niggers needed evvy lick dey
got.

"Now, Mistess, yvou knows all Niggers would
ruther be free, and I ain't no diffunt from nobody else *'bout
dst. Yes, mam, I'se mighty gled Mr. Abraham iincoln and Jeff

Davis fit 'til dey sot us free. Dat Jeff Davis ought to be

*shamed of hisself to want Nigg§;§ukgppwigwpgggage; dey says

e ANyt e
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dough, dat he was & mighty good man, and Miss Millie Rutherford
said some fine things 'bout him in her book whet Sarah read to

me, but you can't 'spect us Niggers to b'lieve he was so awful

~.

good. B

o "Me and Rose Barrow had a pretty fair weddin®
and a mighty fine supper. I don't riccllect what she had on,
but I'se tellin' you she looked pretty and sweet to me. Our
two boys and three gals is done growed up and I'se got three
grandchillun now. Rosa, she died out *'bout £ months sgo and
I'se gwine to marry agin soon as I finds somebody to take keer
of me.

"I was happier de day I Jjined de church at

o~y
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Sander's Chapel, dan I'se been since. It was de joyfullest
day of all my life, so far. Folks ought to git ready for a
better world dan dis to live in when dey is finished on dis
earth, gnd I*'se sho glad our Good Lord saw fit to set us free
from sin end slavery. If he hadn't done it, I sho would have
been dezd long ago. Yistidday I piclked & little cotton to git
me some bread, and it leid me out. I can't wuk no more. I
don't know how de Blessed Lord niesns to provide for me but I

feels sho He ain't gwine to let me perish.”
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Mollie was bornm on =2 plantation owned by Mr Valentine
Brock, near Looust Grove, Georgia. Mr. Brock died before
the War and his wife, "the widder Brockf, ran the plan-~
tation. W

Slaves not nesded on %he home‘plantation were "hired out®™
to other land owners for from #200.00 to $300.00 a year.v
This was dons the first of ssch year by an auction from

a "horse bloek". ‘hen iollie was seven months old.her'
mothsr, Clascy Brock, was ™ired out®” and she'was taken
care of by two old Negroes, too 0ld tp work, and who did
nothing but care for the little "Niggers®., Mollie grew

up with these children between the "big house®™ and the
kitchen., When she was 0ld enough she was “put to mind"™

the smaller children and if they d4id’'nt behave she pinch-
ed thenm, but ™when the 'ole Miss found it out, shse'd sure
"whup me™, she said. These children were fed cornbresd

and milk for breakfast and supper, and "pot licker®™ with
cornbread for dinner., They slepi in a large room on quilts
or pallets. Bach night the larger children were given so
many "euts"™ to spin, and were punished if all werea't finish-
ed. The thread was woven into cloth on the loom and made
into clothes by the slaves who did the séwing. There were

no "atore dought" clothes, and ¥ollie was free before she



ever owned a pair of shoes. OClothes had to be furnished

by the owner for the slaves he "hired outf,

Mr. end Mrs. Brook had two daughters, Margaret amd Mary
Anne, who led very quiet secluded lives. Mollie remembers
visits of the traveling preacher, who conducted services in
a nearby church once é month. The slaves walkeﬁ behind |
the White folks' earriages to and from the church, where
they were aeated‘in the rear during the services. If there

were baptisms, the Whites were baptized firat, then the
Darkies.

On this plantation the Negroes were not allowad to engage
 in any frelies or attend social gatherings. They only
knew Christmas by the return of the hired out slaves, who

came home for a week before fthe next auction.

The young lady daughters of Mr. and Mps. Brgck wore "drag
tail” dresses, and Mollie says the little Negroes had to.
hold these long skirta off the graound whenever they were

out doors, then spread them as they went into the house so

they could "strut.®

. *

The children were not allowed any education other than the
"ole Miss™ reading them the Bidble on Sunday afternoons.

" The older Negroes were not allowed to visit on other plan-
tations often, but when they 4id go they had to have passea

\



trom their mgatera or the "patarelars“ would whip them - if
they were caught.. ' '

Hoar-hound and penhy-royal were used tor‘minor ailment;.aﬁd'
"varnish™ was put on cuts by the %ole Miss”. Jubllie~doesni$fy
' remember ever seeing a dootor, other then a midswife, on ’
the plantation. Home made reme@ies for "palpitation of the
heart® was to wear tled around the neck a piece of lead,
pounded into the shape'of the heart, and punched with nine
_holes, or to get some one "not kin Yo you®, to tie soﬁe salt
in a small bag and wear it ovei your heart. Toothache was
ocured by smokiné a pipe of ";ife everlasting", coﬁmohiy |
called ®rabbit tobacso™. Héa&aehea'were'stoﬁped,by'beating
the whites of an egg atiff, adding aoda and putting on a
cloth, then tylng eround the head.

<

Mr. Brock died before the War,.conaeqnantiy not having any
men to go from the plantation, Mollie knew very little about
1. She rémembers Confederate soldiers "practicin® at
Looust Grove, the nearest town, and one time the Yankees came

- to the plantation and ™took off" & horse Mrs. Brock had hids

den in the swamp, also all the silver found buried. .

Mollie knew nothing of the freedom of the slaves until her ‘
mother came to get her. Por two years they "hired out" on

a farm in Butts County, where they worked in the fielads.




Several times in lafer yesrs Mollie returned to the Brock
\plantaffon to see "the ole Miss" and the young Mlsses.
Mrs. Brook and her daughters, who had never married, died
on the plantation where they had always lived.

Mollie's family "knooked aréunﬂ awhile®™, and then came to
Griffin where théy have since made %heir home. She beoéﬁe

a familiar figure driving sn ox-cart on the streets and
Qdoing odd jobs for White families and leadihg a useful life
in the community. Besides her own.family, Mollie hag raised
fifteen orphaned Negro children. She is approximately nine-
ty years old, being "&b;ut grcwdﬁ when the War énded,

Mollie lalone
- Route B, Griffin, Georgia
September 16, 1936.
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EX-SLAVE INTERVIEW

Aunt Carrie Mason
Milledgeville, Georgia
(Baldwin County)

"Howdy, Miss, Howdy. Come on in. George is poly today.
My grandchillun is doin' a little cleanin' up fer me ‘*cause
us thinks George ain't got long on this earth an' us don'
want de place ter be dirty an* all when he's gone."

The home of Aunt Carrie and Uncle George Mason, & two-room
cabin surrounded by a dirty yard, stands in a clearing. 0ld
tin cans, bottles, dusty fruit jars, and piles of ret-tail
cotton from gutted mattfesses littered the place. An immense
sugarberry tree, beautifully proportioned, casts inviting shade
directly in front of the stoop. It is the only redeeming fea-
ture about the premises. Aunt Carrie, feeble and gray haired,
hobbled out in the yard ﬁith the 2id of a stick.

"Have a seat, Miss. D&t cieer is all fight. It won't fall
down. Don't git yo' feet wet in dat dirty water. My grand-
chillun is scourin' terday. Zffen yer want to,us'll set under
de tree. Dey's a cool breeze dar all de fime.

"You wants to fin' out my age an' all? ILaw Miss, I don’
know how ole I is. George is nigh 'bout ¢0. I 'members my
mammy said I wuz bawn a mont' or ﬁwo tfore f;eedom wuz ‘'clared.
Vas'um I rekymembers all 'bout de Yankees. How cum I 'members

*bout dem an' de war wuz over den? I cain't tell yer dat, but

I knows I'members seein' ‘'em in de big road. It mought not uv
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been Mister Sherman's mens bufj memmy said de Yankees wuz
’Iﬁfgzﬂgzghfﬁﬁa”Ifﬁéﬂg?Eg;“;feeaom wuz fclared, &n' dey wuz
down here gettint things straight. Dey wuz sho' in er mess

tter de war! Eveythin® wuz tore up an* de po' niggers did-
n*t know which away to turn.

“My mammy's name wuz Catherine Bass an' my pappy wuz Ephriam
Butts. ﬁs btlonged ter Mars®' Ben Bass &n' my mammy had de
same name ez marster twell she ma‘*ied pappy. He bflonged
ter somebody else 'til marster bought him. Dey had ten chil-
lun. No, mem, Mammy didn't have no doctor,"™ Aunt Carrie
chuckled, "Didn't nobody hardly have a doctor in dem days,

De white fclks used yarbs an' ole *omans to he'p *em at dat

Mgﬁmy hed er ole 'oman whut lived on de place evvy time
she nad a little 'un. She had one evvy year too. 3She lost
one. Dat chile run aroun' 'til she wuz one year ole an' den
died wid de disentery. "

'"Us hed er right hard time in dem days. De beds us used
den warn‘t like dese here nice beds us has nowadays. Don't
you laugh, Berry, I knows dese beds us got-now is 'bout to
fell down,"”™ Aunt Carrie admonished her grandson when he guf-
fawed at her statement, "You chilluns run erlong now an' git
thoo!' wid dat cleanin'." Aunt Carrie's spirits seemed damp-
ened by Berry's rude laugh and it was several minutes before

she started talking again. '"Dese young folks don't know nuthin*

*bout hard times. Us wukked in de ole days frum before sunup
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*til black night an' us knowed whut wuk wuz. De beds us
slep' on had roun* postes made'outen saplins of hickory or
little pine trees. De bark wuz tuk off an' dey wuz rubbed
slick an' shiny. De sprangs wuz rope crossed frum one side
uv de bed to de udder. De mattress wuz straw or cotton in
big sacks made outén osnaberg or big salt saeks pieced ter-
gether. Mammy d?n't have much soap an' she uster scrub de
flo' wid sand an' it wuz jes ez white. Yas mam, she made
all de soap ué used, but it tuk a heap. We'uns cooked in de
ashes an' on hot coals, but de vittals tasted a heap better'n
dey does nowadeys. Mammy had to wuk in de fiel' an' den oum
.home an' cook fer marster an' his fambly. I didn' know nuth-
in' *tbout it *till atter freedom but I hyearn 'em tell 'bout
it. | |

"Memmy an' pappy stayed on Marstér's plantation 'til a year
or mo' atter dey had dey freedom. Marster paid ‘*em wages an'
a house ter stay in. He didn't hav' mény slaves, 'bout 20, I
reckon. My brotheré wui Berry, Dani'l, Ephriam, Fully, Bob,
Lin, an' George. De yuthers I disremembers caze dey lef' home
wiien dey wuz big enough to earn dey livin' an* I jes don't rec-
ollec'.

"Conjur' woman! Law miss, I sims ter git ter Hebem when
I dies an' I show don't know how ter conjur*® nobody. No mam,
I ain't never seed no ghost. I allus‘pnay to de Lofd dat He

e
spar' me dat troubl an' not let me see nary one. No good in

i



Burke-Booth .,
. 112

folks plunderin® on dis earth atter dey leave here de fus
time. Go *way, dog."

A spotted hound, lean and flop-eared was scratching in-
dustriously under'Aunt Carrie's chair. It was a étill sum-
mer day and the flies droned ceaselessly. 4 well nearby
creaked as the dripping bucket was drawn to the top by a
granddaughter who had come in from the field to get a cool
drink. Aunt Carrie watched the girl for & moment and then
went. back to her story.

"Effen my mammy or pappy ever runned sway from Marster,

I ain't heered tell uv it, but YMammy seid da: when slaves
did run swsy, dey wuz cotched an' whupped by de overseer.
Effen & man or a 'oman kil- another one den dey wuz branded
wid er hot i*on. Er big S wuz p:t on dey face somewhsrs. S
stood fer 'slave, ' an' evabody knowed dey wuz er mudderer.
Marster din't have no overseer; he overseed hisself,

"whv is George so white? 'Cause his marster wuz er white
genenun named Mister Jimmie Dunn. His memmy wuz er cullud 'cman
name' Frances iason &n' his marster wuz his paw. Yas mam, I
see you 1s s*prised, but dat happ'ned a lots in dem days. I
hyeared tell of er white man whut would tell his sons ter 'go
down ter dem nigger quarters an' git me mo' sleves.' Yas mem,
when George wuz borned ter his mammy, his pappy wuz er white

man an' he made George his overseer ez soon ez he wuz big e'nuf
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ter boss de yuther slaves. I wish he wuz able to tell ygr ‘'bout
it, but since he had dat las*® stroke he ain't been able ter
talk none."

‘mAunt Carrie took an old clay pipe from her apron pocket
and filled it with dry scraps of chewing tobacco. After light-
ing it she puffed quietly and seemed to be meditating. Finally
she took it from her mouth and continued.

*I ain't had no eddication. I 'tended school part of one
;éerm but I wuz so skairt of my teacher that I couldn't larn
fnuthin'. iie wuz & ole white man. He had been teachin' fer
;years an' years, but he had a cancer an' dey had done stopped
;him frum veachin' white chillun'. His name wuz Mister Bill
% Greer. I wuz skairt fcause he was & white man. No mam, no
Kwhlte man ain't never nharmed me, but I wuz skairt of him enyhow.
?One day he says to me, 'chile I ain't goin to hurt yer none *
g'cause I'm white.' He wuz & mighty good ole man. He would
%nave larned us mo' but he died de nex' year. Mammy paid him
1ten cents a mont' a piece fer all us chillun. De boys would
1wuk fer dey money but I wuz tne onliest gal an' Mammy wouldn't
let me go off de plantaticu to make none. Whut I made dar I
got, but I didn't make much 'til atter I ma'ied.
j’v"Law honey, does yer want to know 'bout my ma‘tige? well,

/I wuz 19 years ole an' I had a preacher to ma'y me. His name
wuz Andrew Brown. In dem days us allus waited 'til de time of

ear when us had a big meetin' or at Cnris'mus time. Den effen
\ -

\
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